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ADVERTISEMENT. 


# is almoſt unneceſſary to inform the Rea- 
ders, that the Tragedy in this Collection is 
founded on a Cataſtrophe, which happen d at 
Conſtantinople in the Tear 1624; and that 
the Unities of the Drama are not attended to : 
Its many Imperfeftions are ſubmitted to their 
Candour. | - 


To 


To che RIO HonouRABLE 


g 


Lord BLAKENET. 


" My 8 


HAVE the Honour of addreſſing this Performance 
13 to your Lordſhip, as preſiding over the Laudable Or- 
der of ANTIGALLICANS; perhaps, the moſt laudable 
bf any at this Time eng an Order of the beſt Inſtitu- 
tion; calculated for Ends of the higheſt Importance: 1 
need not expatiate; its Title implies it, its Motto evinces 
it, its Laws enforce it; to oppoſe the Intereſt and Deſigns 
of France, and to unten her Manufactures, being 
the Baſis of its Inſtitution -an Inſtitution, at this Criſis of 
Time particularly, the moſt eminent. 

To be an ANTIGALLICAN, thy Lord, implies every 
Thing great; a Lover of our Country—an Enemy to 
France, as her inveterate Foe : We have for a long Series 
of Years been bleſſed with the Enjoyment of Peace and 
Property ; how long this happy Scene may exiſt, or how 
ſoon we may be involved in thoſe Calamities, which the 
Regions around us feel, and which we are ſo happy only 


to 


— a4 —_—} — 


DEDICATION. 


to hear off, is yet reſerved in the Book of Fate ; which 


Calamities, I flatter myſelf, by Divine Afliſtance, are greatly 


in our Power, as ANTIGALLICANS, to avert; were we 


hearty, zealous, and indefatigable in our Country's Cauſe; 2 


like the fam'd Spartans of old at the Straits of Thermpyle, 
we might make a noble Stand, and fave her in the moſt 
perilous Time: This, my Lord, may be looked on as an 
Hyperbole ; but as our Plan might be greatly improved, 1 
conceive it not impracticable: A red Coat, my Lord, does 
not make a Man brave; in order to it, may Courage, 
Virtue, and Publick Spirit, be the diſtinguiſhing Charac- 


teriſtics of every ANTIGALLICAN; may our Songs be 
martial; may our Admiſſion of Members be ſeriouſly at- 
tended to, and their Initiation ſtrongly enforced ; and that 
the Order of ANTIGALLICANS, may long flouriſh un- 
der the Auſpices of Lord BLAKENEY, 1s the ardent De- 
fire of a Brother, and, my Lord, 


Yaur LORDSHIP's 


Moſt obedient humble Servant, 


CoRNELIUS ARNOLD. 
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A & TA... 8 CEN E I 
4 Camp. 
Enter Aga and Lieutenant of the Janigaries, meeting. 
3 AG A. . 
OOD-DAY, Lieutenant! Sir, what News 
4 abroad ? „ 
LIE UTE N ANT. 


They talk of Peace the Sword will ſoon- be ſheath d. 
Know you the Cauſe, the Reaſons, noble vire 5 


"GO 
Many aſſign d Tis faid, his H Ahnen rocks 
But ill our Order, matching not his Spirit: 3 


„ Is 


2 OC 5 M #F: AM 


Is it not ſtrange, my Friend! that one ſo young, 
Should thus outſtrip us in the Race of. Glory ; 
Should ſtill be foremoſt in each bold Empriſe, 
Each hardy Toil——O ! how it ſhameth thoſe, 
Lolling inglorious on their Mother's Lap, 
Or in ſoft Dalliance trifling with the Fair; 
While Oſman in the Field performs ſuch Deeds, 
| | The braveſt Veteran would be proud to own. 1 
| LIEUTENANT. | 
| Surely, a matchleſs Youth ! Name but the Taſk 
! Which Honour ſtamps, he wou'd atchieve, or fall 
| In the Attempt——and till his Courteſy 
| Adds Luſtre to his Sword I have been told, 
| E're the eighth annual Sun roll'd o'er his Head, 
As many Languages did grace his Tongue. 
AG A. 

Tis true; in Science as in Valour 
Whene'er he talks of State perplex'd Affairs, 
Fond Admiration holds the Hearer mute 
Of War——each feeble Arm 1s brac'd for Battle. 
But O the Day! had you but mark'd the Youth, 
When with his ſingle Arm, alone, unaided ; 
Pauntleſs he ſtemm'd the Tide of furious War 
{Curſe on our coward Corps! they wou'd not rally, * 

| Not 


great 


0.8: *r A l. 1 
Not back their Emperor, who onward preſs d, | 
And bravely ſnatch'd the Laurel from the Foe. 
LIEUTENANT. 
Amazement at his Proweſs, noble Aga 


Their Faculties ſuſpended Shield him, Heaven 
We ne'er were bleſs'd with ſuch a Prince F arewel, 


Moſt worthy Aga 


3 
F arewel, nl 
Exeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE II. 


The Sultan's Pavilion in his Camp. 
OsMAN fitting, reading a Paper. 


OS MA N. 
This beauteous Woman's Form 


[ Riſes. 


1* ſhall be ſo 


Unbends Attention to the Call of Glory 
All my Reſolves of Fortitude are vain 
The Poles ſhall then have Peace and T'll return 
Victorious - But — in Aphendina's Love 


B 2 Her 


4 O S NM 4 . 


Fer Soul's a Stranger to the Art of Flatbery-— a 
One Set of Principles infus'd in both, 

Under her pious Father's Inſtitution, 

Is the unrav'lling Clue by which we trace 

The Maze and Windings of each other's Heart. 

— -How oft do I reflect pleaſing Review 

When as yet Children in our wonted Sports, 

I cou'd not brook to gain Advantage o'er her 

Oft wou'd in Exerciſe retard my Force, 

Rather than vanquiſh where ſhe'd loſe the Prize 
Nor could ſhe joy for any Victory, _ 

Equal to that I acquieſc'd to grant her—— 
How would the Bluſh riſe mantling on her Cheek ! 

The ſweet Confuſion= [Enter Aſhad. 


ASH A D. 


Let not, Sir, your Slave 
| Break i in upon his Lord unſeas'nably 
If ſo, command me hence 


OSMAN. 
Your coming's opportune; 
Pm but peruſing of the late Diſpatch 


Your Daughter ſent me faithful Aphendina ! 
She loves me, Mufti, ſues for my Return, 
And I'm reſoly'd to honour her Requeſt. 


Too 


O S M A N. 
Too many Reaſons bias me to Peace: 
The daſtard Carriage of my Janizaries 
Hath been apparent thro' this whole Campaign—— 
Of ſtrong Inforcement this Vet this weighs light 
With the Affection which I bear your Daughter — 
| . 
Her Happineſs therein exceeds Proportion 
Nor ſhall it ſtain your Glory, Sir, to grant 
Receſs from Arms to the Vanquiſh'd : I've advis d 
Nay, urg'd the Vizier to conclude the Peace 
OS MA N. ä 
Father ! My Glory's ſtill your prime Regard 
Your Conduct I approve — Princes never 
Shine more conſpicuous than in Clemency—— 
To overcome the Luſt of Pow'rs Extent—— 
To reſtore Kingdoms to their Lord ſubdued, 
Proclaim a noble Soul, and rank us higher 


"Than the bare Conqueſt of th Earth could raiſe us. 


[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


6 AM. X20 


SCENE III. 


The Camp. 
Two Officers of the Fanizaries. 


Fir OFFICE RX. 
NCE more we've Hope to ſee the Porte again; 
The Vizier's on the Spur to ſign the Treaty 
Oſman, neglecting too his Thirſt for Arms, 
Grows hourly more impatient to decamp 
All Articles are ſettled and e' en now 

The Deputies attend at the Divan, 

Io ratify in Form a ſolid Peace 
Second OFFICE X. 

F th' North perhaps but ere we reach the Porte, 
The Head of Oſman will have form'd new Projects, 
To drain his Empire, and conſume his Forces. 

5 Fiſt OFFICE R. 

I fear ſome other Schemes engage his Mind 
You've heard how he digeſted our Defeat 
How he exclaimed againſt our Cowardice, 
(So free to term it thus.) Can he imagine 
Our Lives of fo mean Value, to be laviſh'd 


In 


O S M A M. 7 


In careleſs Paſtime at our Leader's Nod, 
Without an Argument to puſh us on 
What did the Poles to us, or our Allies, 


That ſhould demand th' Effuſion of this Blood? 
Mere hot-brain'd Frenzy Have we not loſt thouſands ?-- 


Waſted our Strength in traverſing ſteep Mountains ! 
In paſſing Rivers at the utmoſt Peril! 
And all to gratify a Child's Ambition 
Second OFFICER. 

The Sultan's preſent Treatment of our Order, 
"Treaſures Diſguſt in ev'ry wary Breaſt. 
When I approach'd him for the Nightly Word, 
His low'ring Brow, collected to Reſentment, 
Flaſhing Contempt and Indignation at me, 
Beſpoke the inward Rancor of his Soul 
I dread the Conſequence at our Return 
But ſee, th' Embaſſadors The Treaty's fign'd—— 
And they're in March t' his Highneſs's Pavilion. 


SCENE 


O S NM A MXN. 


SCENE IV. 
The Camp. 


Z ORAVIN Z E, SoBIESEI, and two Joint Deputies, with 
their Train. 


ZORAVINZE. 
E muſt remit the Article of Decampment 
| To the Grand Signior's own Determination 
1 The Proſpect of our famiſh'd Troops, may raiſe 
New Difficulties to retard the Peace ; 
| Excite our Enemies to freſh Reſolves, 
And finally complete our Overthrow 
SOBJESK LF 
Our General Zubomirſet this foreſeeing, 
Order'd the Cracks to repaſs the River, 
|| Where from the Mountains you behold their Tents ; 
| ; And Oſman's Camp reſounds with our Retreat 
This Article will therefore prove no Bar— 
What elſe they can demand, we ſhall accord. 
Z ORAVIN Z E. 
That Artifice may ſave our Credit 
SO BI ES XI. 
Doubt it not SCENE 


o S M A NV. 0 


SCENE V. 
De Sultans Pavilion. 


Me Capigy Baſſa, and his Corps with Maces, preceding 
the Embaſſadors, paſs and repaſs the Stage, till they 
come to the Hall of Audience, which ofening, diſcovers 
the Sultan on his Throne. The Mufti, Vigier, Beglerbegs, 
Baſſas, on each Hand; Regiſters fronting it : They are 
preſented to. the Sultan, and kiſs his Robe. | 

SOBIESK1 delivers the General's Letter to the Junior of 
the Baſſas, who hand it from one to another, ſo to the 
4. Zier, who, on his Knee, lays it on a Cuſhion before the 

rone. Wat | 


V-IZ TER. 


IS Highneſs is prepar'd to hear your Excellencies. 
r Z ORF TINT. 
Moſt mighty Lord Renowned Oſman ! 
Our gracious Maſter's Aim hath ever been, 
To cultivate firm Friendſhip with your Highneſs ; 
Tranſmitting Deputies amidſt his Forces, 
As well prepar'd for Terms of Peace, as War. 
This having rag'd, till Death itſelf was gorg'd : 
That——thro' the prudent Conduct of your Vizier, 
e C Now 


10 M1 FM 1 
Now lays us proſtrate at your Highneſs's Feet; 9 
Craving a Confirmation of our Happineſs 
Whilſt here we ſwear the punctual Execution 
Of every Clauſe on our great Lord's Behalf; 
Nor queſtion we, its ſacred Conſervation, 
From you, illuſtrious Sir ! in whom combin'd 
Each generous Virtue of your Anceſtors, 
With matchleſs Luſtre eminently ſhine 
We dread, great Sir | t' approach your Majeſty, 
Devoid of Off rings worthy your Acceptance 
Your rich Dominions, and extenſive Rule, 
Prevent our adding to your Highneſs' Treaſures : 
But Love and Dread are equally diſcern'd 
In loweſt as in higheſt Things, regarding 
The Diſpoſition of the Offerer 
Whilſt here in Arms, far from our native Homes, 


War's Inſtruments proclaim our only Riches 
Accept theſes Sir, as Symbols of Affection- 


[Preſents two Silver Javelins, & „ 
May all your Enemies by them ſubdued, . 
In Proſecution of your Highneſs Glory, 
Bring daily to your Mind the friendly Poks. 
OS MAN. 
My Lords, with Pleaſure we confirm this Peace; 
Four 


O S M A MX. It 
Your Preſents we accept and Suliſcaouii 
T” attend our Perſon to the royal Porte. 


I hear your Forces are repaſſing Tyre— 


Tis well=——or I had urg'd it to be done. 
[The Embaſſadors retreat backwards, and the Scene 


clo es upon the Room of Audience. 


— 
— 4 * 


SCENE VI. 
The Sultan's Tent. 
TT OsMAx, Vigier, and Soldiers. 


OSM AN. 2 
IZIER, give Orders for our ſpeedy March ; | 
I mean t encamp at Chocztm———Strike the Tents; 
Let nought remain by the Ninth Hour of Day. 
Have my Commands brought the Sultana Queen, 
And Prince my Son ?——Have you (as ſuits) prepar'd 
Triumphal Entry for us at the Porte ? 
You've heard my Will—retire—I would be private— 
Too lovely Maid ! Illuſtrious Aphendina ! 


[ Sultan riſes. 


This ſhort Receſs I conſecrate to Thee 
C 2 Thy 


4 
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Thy Charms have Power beyond the Force of Glory; 
Nor can I muſe on any Arms but thine 

How am I rapt to contemplate the Joy 

Thou wilt receive on News of my Return A 
At thy Command too, for in Truth tis ſo, | 
Whate'er Diſguiſes I've been forc'd to wear, 

To palliate this haſty Change for Peace : 

But I'll adviſe thee of it inſtantly. [Szts to write. 
What ſhall I ſay to ſhew how much I love? 

Ideas crowd ſo thick upon my Mind, 

That like a routed Multitude they preſs, 
Nor can peryade the Portals of the Senſe 
Is it impoſſible for me to pen, 

What I could breathe into her Soul, if preſent 
It muſt be fo——then take, dear Raviſher ! 
The Heart itſelf, o'erladen with thy Praiſes : 
I will but therefore ſay I love——and leave thee 


Folds the Letter, and Exit. 
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SCENE VI. 
Abroad. 
Two Officers sf the Spabis. 


Fir OFFICE R. 
HIS Eagerneſs to turn our Faces home, 
Exceeds the Preparations for the War : 
My Men have ſcarcely loaded all the Beaſts, 
But they muſt mount unfed, and quit the Field. 
Second OFFICE R. 

"Tis true; we've had a toilſome Taſk to-day : 
But cloudy Viſages and buzzing Murmure, 
Diſtract my Mind with Senſe of future Ills. 

It is amazing to behold a City 
(For leſſer Name can't comprehend our Camp) 
Of vaſt Extent, ſhining in pompous Pride, 

At the Third Hour of Day, depopulated, 

Raz'd to the Ground, 'no Traces left behind, 
All in full March, Miles from its Situation 
E're the ſame Sun, which found it flouriſhing, 
Hath three Fourths paſs'd of his Diurnal Arch. 


Fat 
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Firſt OFFICE X. 
The Sight is ſtrange ; but why this urgent Speed? 
This ſudden Change in Oſnan's Reſolution ? 
Had but his Highneſs ſtudy'd Victory, | 
No Time like this hath ever been afforded : 
The Polanders and-Cofſacks prefs'd with Famine, ' 
Grown ſickly and conſum'd with three-fold Toll, 
Are ſcarce a twentieth Part effective Men 
Then why this Speed—— this; I may almoſt ſay, 
This Flight precipitate from certain Conqueſt ? 
:: Second OFFICE R. 
Sure, thour't inform'd of Oſnan's old Amour 
Wyr th' Mufti's Daughter Beauteous Aſbada 
Still claims her Conqueſt o'er the Sultan's Will. 
He's young and amorous, and can't withſtand 
The Force of Love Tho' ſuch a Prize as this, 
Might warm the Heart of the moſt rigid Derviſe—— 
But ſee, our Troops are on the Stretch to Choczim, 
And we mult wing it after them apace. 


8s CE NE 
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SCENE VIII 
Camp at Choczim. 
MIRZ A and PHESALIE. 


MIR Z A. 

Ropound no Comfort to my tortur'd Mind; 

NT were endleſs to engage in ſuch a Taſx 
Obſerv'd you not the affected Complaiſance 
He forc d upon himſelf? Madam, you're welcome 
No Happineſs ſubſiſts without Allay | 
4 Your Meſſenger informs Iv'e loſt my Son 
I'm ſorry for it but we all are mortal 
« You'll make your Entry with me to the Porte 

I had prepar'd a Thouſand tender Things, 
To 'ſuage th* expected Sorrow for his Son, 
And raiſe Affection in his Breaſt for me. 

I languiſh'd look'd——oft I eſſay d to ſpeak, 
But turning from me with contemptuous Air, 
He gave Command a Chiaoux ſhould attend, 
On ſome Diſpatch, I know not what, and left me. 


P HE 
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PHESALTIE. 
My Queen, you injure O/man by theſe Thoughts; 
He's juſt arriv'd from the Fatigues of War; 
A buſy World engrofles all his Care 
It's plain, tis not Neglect makes him indifferent; 
For had his Mind been vacant from Engagements, 
No doubt his Son had forc'd ſome Sorrow from him. 
MIR Z A. | 
Alas! my Son—Thence, thence my Source of Woe--- 
Had he but liv'd! 
Some freſh Amour m' engage my Oſman's Heart, 
And ſend me wretched, childleſs to the Grave 
Our only Hopes are built upon an Heir 
They're gone they're vaniſhed Mirza is now 
Deſpis'd, neglected, and the Queen's no more. 
P HESALIE. 
Madam, you're young, and may have many Sons 
T'engage our Sov'reign's Heart by ſtronger Ties. 
MIX Z A. | 
Name that no more, dear Pheſalie ; my Grief 
Would then exceed its preſent Limits far —— 
O! could I live to fee my eldeſt Hope 
Secure his Sceptre by a Brother's Blood! 
The captious Soldiery are ſo imperious, 


That | 
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That while a Branch remains o'th* Or man Stem, 
To fill his Place, no King can fit ſecure: "70 
For tho' they durſt not quite dam up the _ 8˙ 
They dread not to divert it from its Courſe. 

Which Way ſoe'er I turn, I meet Diſtre& —— 
Unhappy childlefs—— loſt, if more thin one. 

| P H ESA LIE. 
Tis true, your Majefty with Danger treads 
The Ice-glaz'd Path of, ſlipp'ry Greatneſs : .. 
But Cuſtom, reaching out her friendly Hand, 
Sould reconcile to Reaſons of the State : 
Nor ought we ſorrow, till th' Event arrives. 
Might I-preſume to adviſe your Highneſs, 
It ſhould be to ſhake off this Heavineſs ——- | 
Reſume the gay, the bright, the ſparkling Mirza; 
(The Charms which firſt ſubdu'd the Sultan's Heart) 
They may rekindle Oſnan's waining Love; | 
Still make you Mother of his firſt-born Son; enen 
And {pus of your Dejection, Valida *. 
MIR Z A. 

I know you love me I will be advis'd : 

Our e aid me Yet, I Know not why, 


N Mother of the Sultan? $ firſt Son. 1 
D 1 


— 
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I feel a Trembling ſeize upon my Heart, 
| Which, maugre my Reſolves, bodes ill Succeſs. [ Exempt. 


| | - OsmaN's Tent, 


| Sultan ſealing a Letter. To him AsHAD. 
| | | 


| OS MA N. | 
| i * I'm ſending to my Apbendina. 
ASH A D. 
T juſt receiv'd Commands to attend your a 
0, S MA N. 
I ſent the Vizier, for a Conference with you. 
You know, my Father, my Deſign to enter 
. s Gates, in martial Triumph. 
„ H 
I do, my Lord, and all Things are preparing, 
In the moſt pompous Guile, t' advance your Glory; 
The Vizier*s noble Soul hath e'en exceeded 
_ - Rome's antient Pomp in forming for the Eye, 
And ev'ry Senſe, Gratification infinite; 


0 SM: 4 NW. 
Nor is aught wanting fully to illuſtrate 
Conſummate Grandeur and Magnificence. 
OS MAN. 
— You ſeem to think the Pageantry complete, 
That no Addition can extend its Proſpect; 
You err, my Father, tis a Trifle all 
I've ſeen the Vizier's Plan, admit it great 
But ſtill it ſuits not with his Emp'ror's Soul 
I have a View beyond Dz/aver's Reach, 
To introduce a ſo much more ſuperb | 
And glorious Scene, as ſhall eclipſe the reſt, 
And of itſelf alone compoſe a Triumph; 
Nay——C'en your Sultan grace it as a Captive. 
| ASH A D. 
I know your Majeſty, as by your Station, 
Aloft remov'd above your humble Slaves, 
So no leſs by your Genms and Diſcernment : 
But till, my King's myſterious nor can I, 
With utmoſt Penetration, ſound the Depth 
Of his Deſigns Or what can add ſuch Grandeur 
To Dilaver's Device, that all ſhould ſeem 
To wait on that, my Emperor in view 
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OSMAN. 
Tis thy fair Daughter, Mufti, Aphendina ] 

I mean to have her drawn in open Chariot, 
That all the. World may hail the Sultan's Choice. 
And ſhould ſhe hint it, follow as her Slave ; 
This Letter is to bring her to my Camp; 
Should her nice Virtue form no Scruple to it, 
And that fhe may not, I have ſent for you, 
Deſiring your Permiſſion, to oblige me 
She'll not decline Obedience to her Father. 

AI HAD, 

My Lord, your Highneſs' Bounty to my Daughter 

Reflects the higheſt Honour on your Slave, 
And claims the gratefulleſt Returns from both. 
Should aught ariſe from Aphendina's Conduct, 
To give the leaſt Diſpleaſure to my Lord, 
Charge the old Man with all the Blame, not her; 
She's young, unpractis'd in the World, -and forms 
All her Reſolves from Principles infus'd 
In carlier Days by me Your Highneſs Knows, 
My ſole Delight hath been t' imbue alike 
Your Mind and her's with Virtue's ſtricteſt Preceptss 
She keeps ſeverely to the rigid Letter; 
Then blame not her thoſe Scruples you call nice, 


Ariſing 


2 | | 
O S M A MN. 2 
Ariſing only from the Dread of Error. [ 
Your Majeſty ſhall be gbey'd-—=T'll let her know, 
It is your vices and my Will ſhe comes. 
Mufti writes, he. 
OSMAN. 
I thank you, Father! Send me a Courier. 
Exit Mufti, and enter Courier. 
Away with theſe Diſpatches to the Muſti's; 
Into his Daughter's Hand deliver this : 
When ſhe has read it——This——obſerve her Looks 
At each Delivery, and return with Speed, 
| COURTE R. 
I ſhall, my Lord. DLL bones, 
OS MAN. | 
Without there, Who attends ? - | Enter Jigier. 
VIZ TER» 
Great Sir, your Slave 
OS MA N. 
Diſpatch two hundred Horſe 
'T* eſcort the Mufti s Daughter to our Preſence; 
Let them conduct her to her Father s Tent: 
Be inſtant then 


TExit Vier. 
Mirzd s diſconſolate ! 
but ſhe is mine no more 


Would ſhe were not | 
vi HIM Nor 
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Nor ſhall I grieve the parting from my Boy, 
If lovely Aphendina brings me one. 

I muſt poſſeſs her, but uſe no Conſtraint ; _ 
Nay 
What View have Men in Love, but to engage 
The charming Object, by all winning Arts 

And gentle Means, to render Love again? 
Avaunt Conſtraint! thou art a Contradiction; 
Love but conſiſts of Generofity—— 

I know my Pow'r to force——'tis baſe to uſe it- 
Il once more try——tho? oft I've been repuls'd. 


If ſhe will enter my Seraglio, 


She ſhall have new created Honours paid her. 
1 will engage eternal Conſtancy : 


For her alone, I'll the whole Sex reſign, 
And only live while Aphendina's mine. 


End of the Firſt AF. 


ſhould ſhe n&er comply, I can't compell :: 


Pa 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
The Sl_ Queen s, near Conſtantinople. 


NMIRZ A, PHESALIE, and Ladies Attendants. 


1 MIR Z A. 
HE Maſk is now thrown off Mirza no longer 
Reign's in her Sov'reign's Heart Cruel Reverſe ! 
O Flattery, curſt Flatt'ry ! Thou'ſt undone me 
Ye crouching Sycophants ! conſtant Attendants 
On ev'ry riſing Star, ye've undone me; 
Ve puſt your pois nous Blaſts into my Senſes, 
Till Pride had ſwell'd me to the matchleſs Creature, 
Your ſervile ſerpent Tongues reported me, 
As worthy of great Oſman's conſtant Love. 
O Pheſalie ! my Spring of Glory's faded, 
I'm loſt—— for ever loſt to Love and Oſman. 
PAHESALTE. 
Who could have apprehended ſuch a Change ? 


MIR- 
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Nor ſhall I grieve the parting from my Boy, 

If lovely Aphendina brings me one., 

I muſt poſſeſs her, but uſe no Conſtraint ; _ 
Nay——ſhould the ne er comply, I can't compell: 
What View have Men in Love, but to engage 

The charming Object, by all winning Arts 

And gentle Means, to render Love again ? 

Avaunt. Conſtraint! thou art a Contradiction; 

Love but conſiſts of Generofity—— A 

I know my Pow'r to force——'tis baſe to uſe it- 

Il once more try——tho? oft Pve been repuls'd. 


If ſhe will enter my Seraglio, 


She ſhall have new created Honours paid her. 
I will engage eternal Conſtancy : 


For her alone, I'll the whole Sex reſign, 
And only live while Aphendina's mine. 


End of the Firſt AF. 
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ACT H. SCENE 1 


The Sultana Queen's, near Conſtantinople. 


MIRZ A, PHESALIE, and Ladies Attendants. 


MIR Z A. 3 
HE Maſk is now thrown off. Mirza no longer 
Reign's in her Sov'reign's Heart Cruel Reverſe ! 
O Flattery, curſt Flatt ry! Thou'ſt undone me 
Ye crouching Sycophants ! conſtant Attendants 
On ev'ry riſing Star, ,ye've undone me; 
Ye puſt your pois'nous Blaſts into my Senſes, 
Till Pride had ſwell'd me to the matchleſs Creature, 
Your ſervile ſerpent Tongues reported me, 
As worthy of great Oſinan's conſtant Love. 
O Pbeſalie my Spring of Glory's faded, 
I'm loſt for ever loſt to Love and Oſman. 
P HE SALIE. 
Who could have apprehended ſuch a Change ? 


NIN. 
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N 
That Part was mine; but giddy Joys prevented. 
T was I receiv'd his Viewia Obligations ; 
Nor has he ever yet been falſe to me: 
Mirror of Conſtancy ! compar'd with Emperors, 


Whoſe Wills inſatiate have roam'd at large. | 
Had he done thus, I'd been like other Odalifes * 


Enjoy'd, repudiated, without a Sig; 
But elevate with Hope of Love's Endurance, 
My Fall precipitate the more confounds me——— — 
| Fir} LA D F. 
Is't certain, this fair Lady, Aphendina's 
Conducted hither to the Sultan's Bed? 
Second L AD F. 
So the Report; the Camp reſounds with it. 
8 PHY N A £64: Bo 
This Love is not of Yeſterday's Creation 3 
This is a ſmother'd Flame, burſt out again 
MIX Z A. | 
Or rather never ſmother'd —— My Reflections 
Recall to Mind Scenes paſt Reiteration ; 
When in my Arms the noble Oſman ſlumber'd, 


Oft would he ſtart, and catch, and waking, mw 


* One of the Sultan? s Miſtreſſes. 


— 
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Then ſlumbꝰ' ring, groan again, whole Nights together. 
I might have thought of Aobendina then; 
But my own Joys were fo ſuperlative — 
Fit LA D VL 
Hark! tis the Sound of egg cook in the Camp. 
| "I! rumyets ſound. 
Send L AD 2 
They, ſound again and nearer too. — again. 
MI BZ I. . 
O! hide me, | 
Tis * new Miſtreſ Cover me, ye Mountains 
Conceal my juſt Confuſion in your Bowels, 
And never more let Mirga ſee the Light. 
PHESALTE. 
Too true, I fear, theſe Sounds * che Joy 
Of her Arrival. | 
MIRZ A. 
Cloſe my Tent—— Tm ill, 
And muſt be private——Sure Oſman won't impoſe 
On me the hateful Taſk of Gratulation, [Scene cloſes, 
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SCENE II. 
| The Mufti Tent. 


APHENDINA enters at one Door, ASHAD af the other ; 
the Attendants croſs the Stage, and leave them. 


ASHA D. i 
UR Prophet ſuccour thee, my deareſt Child; 
[ Embracing. 


Confirm thy Virtue, and thy Tnnocenee. 
 APHENDIN A. 
Alas! my Father; pardon my Surprize 
And Ecſtacy at meeting you again, 
After an Abſence never known before; 
It adds new Life and Vigour to my Spirits, 
And ſpreads abundant Joy o'er all my Senſes. 
ASH A D. 
A Word, my . You recew'd rim Letter, 
"Together with the Sultan's 
APHE * D IN A. 
Sir, I did; 
And in Compliance with them both, am here. 


ASHAD. 
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ASH AD. 
You're prudent, get ve had good In- 
ſtructions: 
Let them not fail you in the Time of Trial. 
Be virtuous, Child ou know the Satan's Power: 


I ſay be virtuous or be no more. [Exit Aſhad. 


r who paſs : He runs to ber. 


OSMAN. 


Thou blooming Maid! this Meeting glads my Soul. 
APHENDIN A. 


Moſt mighty Emperor! your high Command 
Hath brought your meaneſt Slave to kiſs your Feet. 
| Going to embrace her, ſhe kneels. 
My beſt Acknowledgments fall ſhort in Worth 
Of noble Oſman's Favour to his Handmaid. 
OSMAN. 
Ariſe, my Fair One! 'tis too mean for you 


ws f Raiſes her, 
To proſtrate even to the Sultan's Perſon. 
You I eſteem my Equal——All to you 


Shall with like Ardour bend, as to myſelf; 
But you to no Man May I be reſolv'd ? 


Does thy fond Heart dilate with riſing Joy, 
bs And 
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And bound with Ecſtaſy at Oſman's Name ? 
Say, do ſt Thou love? Thy Bluſh confeſt it once. 

APHE N DI NA. 

If t have known aught, when you were abſent from me, 
Save joyleſs Days, and ever reſtleſs Nights; 
If Pray'rs, and Sighs, and Withes for your Safety, 
Haunting Repoſe oft forc'd the ſtarting Tear: 
If theſe were Love, if theſe the Lover's Pangs, 
I then avow the Flame; with Joy confeſs, 
The Grave itſelf can't extirpate my Paſſion. 

| OSMAN. 

Kind Heav'n then ſmiles upon the happy Ofman 7 


[Knceling, kiſſes her Hand. 


I-car, no more 


Still love me, Aphendina ! 
APHENDIN 4. 
My Emperor at my Feet ! It muſt not be. 
Sir, you confound me by this Condeſcenſion: 
I cannot ſuffer it. 
OSMAN. 
My Love, I riſe. 
But, O! declare, what Tranſports fill thy Breaſt, 
When my fond Breathings tell thee, Oſman loves. 


APHEN- 
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APHENDIN A. 
Could I delineate the Joys of Paradiſe, 


Then might I paint thy Aphendina's Bliſs. 


How has my Soul been ſhock'd ! when tortur'd Fancy, 
Preſenting to my View the hoſtile Field, 
I ſaw your Highneſs foremoſt in the Ranks, 
Amid the Din and Tumult of the War ! 
Your innate Valour might have led you on 
To ſome deſtructive Enterprize,. and robb'd 
and Apbendina of her Oſman. 
4 OSMAN. 

The Recollection of thy matchleſs Graces 
Caus'd ſuch an Alteration in your Oſinan, 
As ſpite of my own Glory, ſav'd the Poles. 
Yes, Apbendina, you have fix d a Crown 
Upon the tottering Head of Sigiſnond, 
With more Security than Conqueſt could. 
Your Letter preſſing my Return, ſubdu'd me, 
Concluded Peace, and bent-me to the Porte, 
To reap the grateful Harveſt of thy Love. 
I'd Thoughts, my Fair ! you ſhould have triumph'd with 

me; | | 

But I ſhall now diſmiſs you from the Camp; 
Lou ſhall not enter the Imperial City 


+. 
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In my Retinue, leaſt it ſhould be ſaid, 

I ſought this only Treafure of my Soul 

To grace the Entry of Sultana Queen 

But know, my Aphendina, Ofman follows, 

Wholly devoted to your future Happineſs. 

| [Exit Aphendina. 

Let but the Woman whom we love appear, 

What daſtard Souls are might*eſt Conquerors 

Why did I ſend for Apbendina hither, 

But to behold her Beauty, praiſe her Charms, 

Declare my Love, and try my Art to win her, 

By ſoft Addreſs, to enter my Seraglio ? 

What then prevented off ring this Propoſal, 

But Dread of difobliging her I love? 

By Mahomet ! Id face a Cannon ſooner, 

And graſp the Ball juſt firing at my Breaſt, 

Than urge to her what ſhe may not approve. 

This Sufpence deſtroys me; but ere the Sun 

Has, in his wonted Courſe, revifited 

The Weſtern World, my Fate ſhall be decided. Exit. 


\ 


SCENE 


DO N 4 N. 32 


SCENE II. 
The Seraglie. 
MizzA 5 Pn ESALIE. 


MIR Z A. 


ve heard too much of it already, Pbeſalie, 
My Palace, ſay you ? rather call it my Dungeon ; 
My Joys are wholly cenfer'd in the Sultan. 
Where is the Love, at leaſt the Complaifance, 
He ever thew'd, when abſent but a Day? 
He never fail'd to viſit me the firſt; 
Now two long tedious Hours have been conſum'd 
In fruitleſs Waiting ——"T was not always thus. 
PHESALTE. 
My Queen, Imagination oft miſleads, 
Paints in ſo lively Colours fancied Ills, 
That even Doubts are heighten'd into Truths. 
3 MIX Z A. 
Call not a Doubt what's too, too evident: 
He bore himſelf fo lofi at the u 


32 0 S N A . 
He ſcarcely ** to caſt an Eye toward me. 


| [Enter Kioſem. 
| | K TOS E M. 
I may intrude perhaps You ſeem engag'd ? 
Can Mirga pardon my Officiouſneſs? 
MIR Z A. 


Kieſom, ever welcome, can't intrude ; 
The Niceties of Time loſe all Diſtinction, 
In Friendſhips ſo. cemented as our own, 
KIOSE M. 
My Queen! your Goodneſs over-runs my Thanks ; 5 
Something of private Import may forbid ; | 
Permit me to retire. | 
M IR 2 A. 
No, Stay, my Kroſem ; ; 
Only what buſy babbling Fame reports, 
Furniſhes hateful Matter for our Theme. 
KIOSEM... 
Forgive me, Mirza, if I gueſs the Subject: 


Tis juſt as I ſuſpected; his Intent 
Was only to decoy th' imperious Thing, 
The lofty Aphendina to his Lure : 


On her he laviſhes the rich Profuſe, 
Vouchſafing you a Pittance of his Love. 


O S M A . 
Wet p MIR Z A. 
Heavens! Can I paſs ſuch Diſregard unmoy'd, 


And tamely fink beneath this Load of Inſult ! 
KIOSE M. 


Tis plain, he's glad the Prince your Son is dead, 


T' abrogate your Pow'r with more Facility, 
And raiſe his towering Miſtreſs on your Ruin: 
But let the giddy Creature ſwell with Pride, 
Your Majeſty's Appearance will eclipſe her, 
Unleſs, to fave the Minx's Reputation, 
You are forbid the Preſence, or confin'd. 
MIX Z A. 
I dread-th* Event; Heav'n only knows my Fate 
OP To REP, TH 

And ſhould know her's, were I Sultana Queen; 
Madam, you bear your Wrongs too patiently : 
Exert your Influence, he'll repent his Change : 
Spread Whiſpers of the Sultan's bad Deſigns ; 
Her private Favours Stir up the Odaliſks 
To apparent Slights; diſperſe your Emiſſaries 
Among the Soldiery; leave nought untry'd, 
Your Injuries demand Redreſs be reſolute. 

MIR Z A. 
I'm much indebted to my Kioſem's Zeal ; 
pb 
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Her Words revive the Languor of my Hopes : 
As the firm Buttreſs, with benign Support, 
Suſtains the Glories of ſome Mempbian Pile ; 
So Kigſem's Friendſhip ſtays my threatn'd Fall, 
And guards her Mirza from impending Ruin. [ Exeunt. 


„ 
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SCENE IV. 
R oyal Apartments. 


Os AN fitting muſing. 
OSMAN. went 
er I repoſe, Tl try this charming Maid; 
Her firm Adherence to the Cauſe of Virtue 
Inflames my reſtleſs Soul with fierce Deſire, 
More pungent than the Scenes of foul Debauchery 
Could ever raiſe 'th' moſt abandon'd Breaſt ; 
And I muſt compaſs her at all Events. 
Pd willingly not thwart the Empire's Laws, 
Which do inhibit Marriage to the Sultan ; 
But better they were croſs'd, than I undone 
III offer her whate'er Ambition's Luſt, 
Whate'er unbounded Luxury can crave ; 


A 


And if her Virtue's Proof 'gainſt theſe Temptations, 
She's only qualified to grace my Throne, 
And nuptial Rites ſhall conſtitute her Empreſs. [ Exit. 
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SCENE V. 


Apartment in the Seraglio. 


KIOS.E M fla. 
T O what End ſerve myſelf corroding Cares ? 
Whilſt O/men gains th' Affection of the Court, 

The Populace, and ev'ry Order ——4murath, 
My Son, neglected , dreams away his Life, 
Or immaturely falls——for fall he muſt, 
E'er Oſman's Head can hold his Crown ſecure: 
Then what if I by ſubtile Stratagem, | 
To fave my Amurath, bring Death on Oſman ; 
The Janizaries, cover'd with Diſgrace, 
Reſent his Treatment in the late Campaign—— 
PIl fix my Spies, obſerve their ev'ry Action, 
Sow Diſcord by Degrees, fill them with Terror, 
And raiſe 'twixt him and them ſuch Jealouſy, 
As from the ſlighteſt Rumour may be blown, 

| | Ea 1 (By 
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(By adding proper Fuel) to Rebellion. 
Then this new Miſtreſs ſtings me to the Soul; 
Her Temper may drive Oſman to Extremities.— 
Mirza's my own; I mould her pliant Nature; 
But ſhould this Favourite, this Aphendina 
Prevail againſt her, I'm reduc'd indeed 
If Amurath reigns, the Pow'r is lodg'd with me : 
If Oſman——Periſh th' abject, daſtard Thought 
Better meet Death, attempting Sov'reignty, 
Than linger Life in abſolute Subjection: 
For Life's no Life for me, devoid of Power. 

| Enter Baſſa of Boſn' 
O! ever welcome, deareſt Friend, Baſla ! | 
Your Preſence diſſipates my Cares A Spirit 
So adequate as yours to great Deſigns, 
May raiſe your Princeſs bove the Frowns of Fate. 

BASS A. 
Madam, you may command 
KIOSE NM. 
- Attend me, Baſlta! [EExcunt. 
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SCENE VI. 
The Mufti's Palace. 
Os MAN, AsSHAD, and APHENDINA. 


AS HAD. 
OUR Highneſs overloads my Houſe with Honours; 
I leave you, Sir; but good, my Lord, remember 
| | "om Muft:. 
OSMAN. 
Urg'd by.my Paſſion for thy heav'nly Form, 
Adorn'd with Virtues,  ev'ry Excellence, 
Behold an humble Suitor in your Oſinan. 
Accord, my Aphendina, to my Views 
Abate the Rigour of the Mufti's Precepts, 
In my Apartments (Treaſury of Bleſſings) 
Command whate'er can gratify Deſire. 


I come not now, my Love, to be refus'd, 


But to accept the Tender of your Perſon. 

Admit, my Fair, the Gift invaluable ; 

Yet think, Oh think ! thy Oſman grants his All—' 
Himſelf, his Love, his Faith, his Conſtancy ; © 
Which by our Prophet, whom J here invoke ! 
| | Shall 
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Shall never ſwerve from beauteous Apbendina; 
But /fixt as th' Earth's Poles, remain invariable. 
en ſpeak me happy ſay you follow me; 
Give Oſman Life, and bleſs him with Compliance. 
AIPHEND INA. 

Oſinan, the Conflict jarring in my Mind, 
Rends me with Agony ne'er felt before ; 
I fee beyond the preſent pleaſing Inſtant, 
Bright as the Noon-tide Ray——but ah! the Clouds 
Of black Remorſe and Infamy o'ercaſt 
It's ſetting Day——Oſman conſider well 
E'er you reſolve on what I ne'er can grant. 

OSMAN. 
Can Aphendina thus protract my Pain! 

Can ſhe imagine I can live and love, 
And doat upon thoſe Charms without Fruition ? 
Thou lov'ſt me not; at leaſt with equal Ardor, 
| You glory in your Emp'ror's Condeſcenſion; 
You ſet no farther Price on Oſman's Love, 
Than to adorn the Train of your Admirers, 
Or you'd not thus oppoſe his Happineſs. 

"APHENDIN A. 

Alas! too well you know the Beatings here, 
Or you'd not thus diſtreſs me Oh!] Oſman, 


Plun ge 
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Plunge bury this in Aphendina's Breaſt; 
Pointing to his Scimitar. 
But do not kill me with ungentle Terms. 
It cannot be, but Oſman knows I love 
Nor is't the Emperor, Apbendina covets ; 
But O/nan——freed from the Impediment, 
Of lordly Empire, now the only Bar, 
Betwixt my Wiſhes and their free Completion. 
OMAN. 
No more reproach me, deareſt Aphendina ; 
My fierce Defpair converts to burning Rage, 
Thoſe tender Sentiments, my Heart abounds with, 
On the leaſt Oppoſition to my Hopes. 
O! Aphendina, could you feel my Tranſport 
At e'vry yielding Speech, or Glance from you ; 
Twould plead my Pardon for a Word miſplac'd. 
But ſay, thou rigid Fair! my Soul's Delight! 
Propoſe ſome Method to allay my Paſſion, 
If you're determin'd never to relent. | 
| APHENDIN A. 
And is it Ofnan who would learn of me; 
O! ſpare me on the fad ungrateful Subject; 
Think not my Love's lefs ardent than my Lord's: 
But Laws of State claſhing with Virtue's Rules, 
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Leave no Alternative for our Felicity. 


Let us reſolve inviolable Faith 20 


Let us repeat the Reſolution daily; 

Be ever anxious for our mutual Peace; 

Love each other, for that we love, nor Law, 

Nor Virtue's Cauſe will then be injur'd ; 

This, this, my Lord's, the Height of my Ambition. 
OSMAN. 

Were Virtue's Cauſe truſted to Thee alone, 
Bright Seraph! 'twould have many more Admirers; 
E'en Vice itſelf would ſtudy Condemnation, 

But to receive its Sentence from thy Lips : 
You ſhall hear more, when I've conſider'd it. 
[Exit Oſman and enter AC 
23H FD; +: 
Daughter, his Highneſs left you diſcontented ; 
His down-caſt Look, and Solemneſs of Pace, 
Denote an inward Struggle in his Mind: 
I fear his Power will now command Obedience. 
APHENDIN A. 
It cannot be, it derogates from Oſman ; 
"Tis too ignoble for his generous Soul: 
E'en in his brighteſt Ecſtaſies of Love, 
Not the leaſt Syllable has c'er tranſpir'd 


Diſcor- 


[\ 


+ 
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Diſcordant to the pureſt Virgin's Ear, 

His ev'ry Act atteſts the ſacred Flame; | 

My Vows accompany him-—— [Exit Aſhad, 
Where can th' Exceſs 

Of Love 'twixt me and Oſnan terminate ? | 

O! where it cannot linger thus for ever. 

I dread, he'll think it a ſufficient Honour 

For me to wait his Pleaſure at the Palace : 


4t 


If I decline—ah ! may he not compel ? 


III fated Maid | how ſpeedy the Tranſition, 


From Love to Hate, as varying Paſſion drives 
What's the Reſult then? Pm confin'd, abus'd, 

Grow wretched, feed on Diſcontent, and die. 

If Death then to my Suff rings muſt ſucceed, 

An icipating Death, avoids.my Injuries. 

Surcly 'twere better Choice, than ſoil my Honour —— | 
I'll ne'er conſent; my Virtue is my own ;. 


I'll riſe ſuperior to the glitt ring Toys 
Of ſpecious Love, and ſpurn its guilty Joys. 


End of the Second AB. 
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ACT IL. SCENE 1 


The Council Chamber. 


Sultan, Vizier, Captain Baſſa, Kaimacan, Baſſa of Boſn 
Aga of the Jani xaries, Kiſier Aghaſi, and others. 


OSMAN. 
Matter of Importance preſſing me, 


Wherein I crave your nice Deliberations ; 
I've ſummon'd you, my Friends as Frignds indeed, 
Not as my Miniſters, to Call of Office. 
Attend The Queſtion of this Night imports 
Ourſelf in Perſon, and our future Conduct: 
Let your Advice then be from Reaſon form'd, 
As Circumſtances ſhall be laid before ye. 
Let not your Favour to my private Thoughts, 
Whatc'er they may, or you may judge they be, 
Have the leaſt Weight upon your Diſquiſitions, 
But candidly pronounce from Facts preſented, 


With- 
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Without Reſerve your moſt impartial Judgments. 
I ſhall premiſe, it is a Caſe of Love, 

Originated from my Infancy : 

The Object, Apbendina, Aſhad's Daughter; 

Our Loves are mutual, Educations one, 

Ages agreeable we think, act, ſpeak, | 
Thoſe Thoughts, Deeds, Notions, one Preceptor taught us: 
I would enlarge myſelf to your Apprehenſions, 

To give the ampler Scope for judging truly: 

We both imbib'd the Principles of Virtue, 

And have improv'd their Growth by conſtant Practice; 
She more refin'dly, living more recluſe; 

Myſelf with Latitude, engag'd in Wars, 

And other Occupations of the State. 

I, as our Laws require, would fain perſuade her, 

To honour my Seraglio with her Preſence : __ 

She ſtarts, adhering to the Mufti's Precept, A 
Take no Man but an Huſband to thy Bed.“ 

I cannot offer Force to the Deſerving. 

My Queſtion then conſiſts of theſe four Points; 
Whether *tis lawful for your Prince to marry? 

What Law's againſt it? When? and why 'twas made ? 
What ſays our Vizier 


G 2 | | FL 
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VIZIER. 


My Opinion, this ; 
That it is Amid in this preſume 


I am not alone. | 
CAPTALEN BAS S A. 


That's my Opinion. 
X A IMA CAN. 
And mine. f 
. AG A. 
Mine 
OSMAN. 
Yon Baſia's Look ſpeaks Negative 5 
wr us your Thoughts, Baſſa 
BASS A of Boeſnia. 
May't pleaſe your Highneſs ;: 
O'er-charg'd with Zeal, and em'lous for your Glory, 
I ſingly care toppoſe the current Voice: 
What ! ſhall we flatter ? ſhall we palliate ? 
Diſguiſe our Sentiments Our Prince at ſtake ; 
My Head ſhall pay the Forfeit of my Tongue, 
E'er I ſubmit to join my Emp'ror's Ruin. 


o S u 4 Fn 
OSMAN. | 
O'er-charg'd indeed, Baſſal What Head precarious 
Is held for diff ring from us in Opinion? 
Thy Warmth becomes thee not ; it ſpeaks Malevolence. 
BASS A of Boſjma. 

It ſpeaks the Language of an honeſt Heart—— 
Your Highneſs gave Permiſſion to diſcuſs 
This Point without Reſerve, and weigh it freely. 

OSMAN. 

Tis true, Baſſa, while Reaſon holds the Beam, 

Not partial Prejudice——Vizier, proceed. 
„ SO I - £ 

My Lord, perhaps the Baſſa reaſons thus 
That Laws divine inforce eonnubial Bonds, 

But Uſage ſubſequent, confirm'd by Law, 
Strictly enjoins our Sov'reigns not to wed. 
BASS A of Boſma. 

Shall then our Emperor be circumſcrib'd ? - 
Abridg'd the Sov'reign's grand Prerogative,, 
That unreſtrain'd permits him now to range 
The Wilds of Beauty, ſubject to his Pleaſure ? 
What! like the Turtle, ſhall our Empire's Head 
(Perhaps too iſſueleſs) confine his Appetite 


1 


To 


46 O S M A M. 
To one cool, pall'd Repaſt, the World before him 
For Propagation of ſucceſſive Emperors ? 
OSM AN. 
The Baſſa makes the Prince's Will his Guide; 
If fo, the Law conforms but to that Will; 
Then may not I (my Pleaſure coinciding) 
With equal Liberty decline that Law, 
As my Progenitors by Choice avow'd it ? 
BASS A of Boſma. 
What will the Populace, the Soldiery fay ? 
That Oſmarn's noble Nature is ſubdued 
By th'Arms inglorious of a trifling Woman 
Aſſert the Mornarch—force this techy Bawble 
To tame Quieſcence, at her Emp'ror's Nod. 
This—-this, my Lord, proclaims th' Oth'man S 
OS MA N. 
Forbid it, Mal omet that this were Glory. 
Like a benighted Traveller thou wander'ſt, 
Led by the glimm'ring Meteor of falſe Fancy, 
Devious in Error —-Thou miſtak'ſt the Truth, 
Or ſpeciouſly deprav'd, confound'ſt its Eſſence. 
Offer no more Virtue alone is Glory; 
Thy Argument retorts upon itſelf: 


What! 


What! ſhall the Vulgar Voice controul their Emperor ? 
Then were they Sov'reigns in Will, not J. 
VO point out-the Law againſt our Marriage. 
Y' IZ IER. 
Twas made ſoon after Bajazet's Deccaſe, 
By Reaſon' of an Inſult on his Queen, 
To prevent future like Indignity. 
OSMAN. 
Say, thou Defender of the vulgar Clamour ; 
Say, that I periſh in the holy Moſque, 
Shall no Prince offer there his Pray'rs to Heaven, 
Becauſe I fell beneath the ſacred Dome ? 
Go, preach to Babes, who judge not for themſelves; 
I dare do right, who will oppoſe——My Lords ! 
I think, you're clear, by God's Law, all may marry ? 
+»OMNES. 
| We are, great Sir. 
| 0 S M A N. 
| Then let his Will be * 
Lou tell me, no and the old Law forbid. 
[To the Baſſa. 
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* true, my 6 


OSMAN. 
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Nay——do not heſitate 
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e OSMAN. 
Who then confirm'd that Law ? 
Your Royal Predeceſſors. 


OSMAN. 
Have not I 


Their Power deriv'd on me, to make, Yaboliſh ? 


[To the Baſſa. 
but anſwer me. 
BASS A uf Boa. 
You have, great Sir. 
O S N A N. ? 
Then what's their Will to me? 
B ASS A of Boſmia. 
It has been thought to have giv'n our Monarch's Free- 
dom. | ; | JLSurliꝶ. 
OS MAN. 
But may not J abridge myſelf at Will? 
Or where's my Freedom p. Vet, I'd not be ſingular, 
And act againſt my Predeceſſors Rules, 
Without a Precedent Look back; Great Ottoman, 


(My Family's F ounder) Orcan, Amurath, 
And Bajazet his Succeſſors, were married; 
The ſecond Amurath, and Sohman, 
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Had both their proper Wives Then, why not I ? 
Yet——tender in Purſuit of my Devices, 
(You've heard what has been ſaid) I now enjoin 
To anſwer Shall I marry ? Shall I not? 
VIZIER. 
We're fo aſſurd, by what our Lord has offer'd ; 
Nought has eſcap'd his penetrating Eye, 
That we muſt wholly acquieſce w.th him, 
And gratcfully bear of thoſe nice Diſtinctions, 
We might have ſlipt without your Highneſs Guidance; 
Nor can your Majeſty, in our Opinions, 
Trace any Steps more worthy Imitation, 
Than of your fore-nam'd glorious Anceſtors, 


OSMAN. 
Tis well——this Secret as a Mark of Confidence 
I have committed to your Privacy. IExeunt. 
1 SCENE 


50 i S M A . 


SCENE IL 


Kiolem's Apartments. 


KiosEM. To her the Baſſa of Boſnia. 


KIOSE M. 
HAT News, dear Baſſa, from the Sultan's Coun- 
cil? 
B AS S A of Boſnia. 
Alas! my Princeſs, all his Ways confound 1 me; 
Surely his Soul is not of human Temp'rament, 
Ever aloft above the Reach of Mortals. 
K IOS E A. 
Thy tedious Preface racks me with Suſpence ; 
Speak, Baſſa, ſpeak ; give, give me the Reſult, 
BASS A of Boſnia. 
Scorning to lord it over the Female World, 
His Highneſs has declar'd a Reſolution 
To conſtitute his Aphendina Emprels. 
—_ TS”: 
Confuſion | What Oppoſition met he? 


BASS A. 
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BASS A of Boſnia. 
Myſelf oppos'd him fingly ; but his Arguments 
Reſted on Demonſtration ſo convictive, 
That Malice ſelf-abaſh'd, bluſh'd Acquieſcence. 
[Enter an Eunuch of Kioſem, who on Sight of the 


Baſja ſeems ſhy of ſpeaking. 
KIOSE M. 


Here's only Friends; diſpatch, ſay what bring'ſt thou? 
E UN U CH. 
The Janizaries ſo impatient grow, 
And ripe for Mutiny, they make no Secret 
Of their Reſentment to the Sultan's Meaſures : 
They have expell'd their Aga and Lieutenant 
For their Attachment to his Majeſty : 
They ſay, from ſeveral recent Executions, 
They're ſure his Highneſs ſpurs their Leaders on, 
To leſs'n their Numbers, by Degrees reduce em, 
And make them uſeleſs to the State; nay, farther, 
Alledge their Corps is not recruited yet, 
Or like to be, ſince the late Devaſtation 
They ſuffer'd, in the needleſs War with Poland. 
They make ſome Murm'rings about Arrears; 
And blame the Sultan's ſquandering his Caſh 
On gaudy Shews, while they remain unpaid. 
H a X TU. 
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K IOS EM. 
My Wim! keep them alarm'd, abet their Courage, 
And let them know, they want not Friends at Court : 
[ Exit Eunuch, 
What think'ſt thou, Baſſa ? This beſpeaks Rebellion | 
B AS SA of Boſnia. 
I ſee your Highneſs tow'ring bove your Foes, 
And wayward F ate lies couchant at your Feet. 
KIOSE M. 
Let's loſe no Time ; Occaſion on the Wing 
Beckons away, to ſnatch the glorious Prize. [ Excunt. 


— 
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SCENE III. 
The Mufti's Palace. 


ASHAD, mMufing. 


ASHAD. 
HE Sultan's Rage will iſſue forth in Vengeance, 


It once he breaks the Bands of his Benevolence. 
He ſeem'd, methought, cooler than uſual, 


Avoided Interchange of Looks, and turn'd 


Unwonted 
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Unwonted from me, as I ſtept toward him. 
This Love of his, meeting with Diſappointment, 
Ponders Revenge, and Fury knows no Bounds. 
I wiſh his next Rencounter with my Daughter, 
Don't terminate in ſome ſevere Event. 
I durſt not yet inform her of my Fears; 
She'll not permit me even to ſuſpect him ; 
But Power unlimited is hard to truſt, 
When Youth eſpecially and Love conſpire. 
[Enter Aphendina. 
APHENDIN A. 
Why hangs this Heavineſs upon my Father ? 
You are not us'd to look ſo cold upon me: 
You're ſo reſerv'd, you do not ſmile to Day: 
Is it ill News? or what you've heard abroad 
Has caus'd this unaccuſtom'd Penfiveneſs ? 
; 45S HAD. 
My Child, at preſent you'd better leave me: 
Thoughts of your Welfare never quit my Breaſt; 
I may clear up again, anon; then leave me. 
Do APHENDINA 
If they're on my Account, I ought to ſhare them; 
Let me intreat you, Sir, unfold your Meaning. 


AS HAD. 
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HAD. 
I know thow'lt be impatient at my Fears. 
APHENDIN A. 
Indeed I won't, but ſtrive to yield you Comfort. 
AS HAD. | 
Thou wilt, if they ſhould ſtrike at Oſman's Actions. 
APHAHENDIN A. 
O! let me hear them ; they can't be hurtful, 
If they treat of Oſman. | 
AS HAD. 
I've only Doubts; 
They may be vain, my Dear. 
APHENDIN A. 
And muſt be fo, 


If you've Doubts of Oſman. 
AS HAD. 
Howe'er I can't 
Diſmiſs them yet—his Love may ruin thee, 
> | APHENDIN A. 
And is that all creates my Father's Grief ? 
His Love's too generous; each Act beſpeaks 
The ſtricteſt Honour; too great, too noble 
For deluding Stratagems. _ I [ Etter Servant. 


S E R- 


* 
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SE CCC 

My Lord! the Sultan! 
[ Enter Sultan, looking fternh. 
OSMAN. 

Madam, you've almoſt made me deſperate; 
Your Noncompliance with my late Requeſt, 
Has put me on purſuit of other Meaſures, 
In which, I will be trifled with no longer. 
I've fix'd my Reſolution, and demand 
Your ready Entrance into my Seraglio: 
My Paſſion's obſtinate ; I'll be obey'd. 

ASH A D. 
Daughter! where find you now the Man of Honour * 
 APHENDIN A. 
My Lord! I little thought your Love would prompt 
you, ..-:i-- 

To this ungen'rous Treatment of your Slave. 
My Duty binds me to obey your Orders, 
And Tl attend your Call; but know, my Lord, 
The Bars of the Seraglio are too weak, 
Long to retain a Soul deſigned for Paradiſe; 
Your Love, I ſee, aims only at my Perſon, @ 
My inward Mind, my Virtue's Excellence, 
Weigh little in the Ballance of your Hope, 


So both deſerted fall to my Diſpoſal ; 
I want not Means, my Lord, to die unſpotted. 
[ Weeping. 
OS MAN. 
O!] no; die all the World but Apbendi na: 
| | | Empracings 
Thou ſhalt indeed be borne to the Seraglio, 
Not as a Slave, but as thy Ofpnan's Bride: 
Thou ſhalt in equal Share partake my Glory. 
And you, my Father! as I ever call'd you, 
Henceforth art ſo, upon a double Chim 
Be happy then, Old Man, as we can make you ; 
Behold in us your Sultan and your Empreſs ;. 
Be third in our Dominions why not chief? 
He by whoſe Hand the Bleſſing is conferr'd, 
Should rank in Excellence, beyond the Bleſt. 
 APHENDIN A. 

Sir, do I dream! I'm too amaz'd to thank you 
This Mark of Favour and Benevolence, 
Would ſeem Delufion from another Man; 
But Oſman's Tongue can't falſify his Heart. 
O! think not, Sir, my Stop to your Deſires, 
Proceeded from a Proſpect of this Iſſue; 
Nought ſo remote from probable, hath ever 


Painted 


„„ 
Painted a faint Idea in my Mind, 
Of any Bleſſing to compare with this: 
This could be only gender'd in your Breaſt ; 
No other Soul capacious to admit it 
OSMAN. 

Fair Excellence ! thy Beauties ſtruck my Heart , 
Thy Virtues gain'd Dominion o'er my Soul; 
Thank not your Oſman for the happy Moment; 
Tis your Perfections Due———unequal Tribute! 
It were unjuſt to make no Difference, 
| Betwixt Divinity, and earthly Objects. 
Madam, my Orders wait you at the Palace, £24 
| [Takes ber Hand. 
Reception meets you as befits our Queen ; 

To-morrow's Sun ſhall hail our Titles equal. 
| [ Exeunt omnes. 


* 
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SCENE IV. 


Visier, Maſter of the Works, and Secretary. 


466 
S all prepar'd according to my Plan, 
To grace my Royal Maſter's Nuptials ? 
MASTE R. | 
My Lord, the Shortneſs of the Time prevented ; 
Some ſlight Embelliſhment might have been added, 
But nought can equal in Magnificence 
The whole Deſign, moſt exquiſitely form'd. * 
L 
Have all the Heralds had their full Inſtructions ? 
| | [To the Secretary. 
Are proper Orders ſent the Military ? 
Let all the Officers of the Seraglio 
Attend their Poſts upon the Trumpet's Sound; 
Thoſe of the Cavalcade muſt move betimes ; 
The whole Proceſſion ends with Half the Day : 
Beware, let nothing wait. 
SEC R E T A R F5 
I will, my Lord. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE v. 
Apartment in the Palace. 


Mirza and Kos EM, meeting. 


K IOS E M. 
Joy to ſee your Highneſs — more to ſee 
Your Looks are alter'd, ſince our former Meeting; 
Thoſe Charms preſerv'd, may cauſe a Doubt in Oſman, 
And bring him back repentant to your Arms. 
MIR Z A. 
My Beauty, Madam, was it tenfold more, 
Could have no Force without an Eye to view it. 
| KIOSE M. 
The Sultan has been with you fince we met. 
MIR Z A. 
Not once ſo much as thought of me, I fear. 
K IOS E M. 
Ungrateful, barb'rous Prince! to uſe you thus; 
Surely theſe Men think Women have no Paſſions, 
Or can ſubdue them with a Nod of theirs: 
My good Lord Achmet, the young Oſman's Father, 


Tho' he lov'd roving, never ſhook me off, 5 
. But 


ares 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
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But truſted me with all his new Amours; 

And in Return, I favour'd his Deſigns, 

Always contributed to his Delights ; 

However, with this Caution, ſtill to keep 

Myſelf the ſov'reign Partner of his Bed : 

Thus, while he reign'd, I held the Royal Sway ; 

But had his Majeſty abandon'd me, 

His Crown had fat precarious on his Head. 
n 

By Mabomet | ] thou'ſt rous'd my tardy Soul; 
The ebbing Tide of lull'd Ambition, 


Flows thro' each Vein, and (ſwells me into Action. 


KIOSE M. 
Was I Sultana Queen, I'd ſcorn to ſtoop ; 
Diſdain t' accept the Refuſe of his Love 


I have not ſeen this new engaging Creature; ; 
This Apbendina 


but 
2 A. 
O! name her not, 


Unleſs thou mean'ſt to agitate my Fears, 


With wild Variety of diſtracting Fancies. 


K 10. 
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| KIOSE M. 
'Tis ſaid, a pompous Embaſly attended, 
To introduce her to her Father's Tent ; 
Where ſhe and Oſman ſpent whole Hours together. 
MIR 2 A. 
Furies and Hell! why would'ſt thou rack me thus ? 
; XK IOS E N. 

Nay, ſent her home guarded with equal Splendor. 
Th' imperious Thing! Tm told, in wanton Merriment, 
Droll'd on the Prince's Death, and vaunting boaſted 
Oſinan her own Regardleſs too of Mirza, 

He joi1'd the Laugh, and with a fleering Smile 
Approv'd her Raillery. 
MIR Z A. 
Ten thouſand Curſes ! 
Am ] then fall'n thus low, to be their Mirth ? 
By all my Injuries, I ſwear Revenge: 


Hence to the Winds each tender Sympathy; 


O ! for the ſavage Fierceneſs of the Lynx, 
That I might hurl my Vengeance on their Heads, 
Sport with their Anguiſh, and enjoy their Ruin. 
 KIOSE M. 
Mirza is now herſelf, again the Queen 
This glorious Spirit may ſurmount your Wrongs, 
x Y | And 


|. 
8 
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And foil your Enemies May Heaven direct you. 


[Exit Kioſem. 


MIR Z A fela. 
Curſe on my Fate Was &er ſuch Wretchedneſs ! 
Sequeſter*d from a Throne, from Oſman's Love; 
O ! that I had never reach'd the Height of Majeſty ! 
Never been bleſt within my Oſinams Arms 
What ! be the Jeſt of that inſulting Minx 


Hold! hold my Brain! there's Frenzy in the Thought ! . 


Diſtraction aid me! O!] that I could not thin 
Perdition ſeize the Globe and Aphendina 
Chaos and endleſs Night reſume your Reign ! 
Envellope all! Tm weary of the Light 


[Enter Aphendina. Mirza farts. 


What Fiend has ſent her to oppoſe my Way ? 
Madam, your Arts prevail ; nay, ſmile, exult 
And triumph i'th' inglorious Spoil you've made. 
AP HENDIN A. 
Heav'n only knows 
MIR Z A. 


Dar'ſt thou to talk of Heaven! 


Thy ſully'd Soul bears no Afﬀinity 

To its pure native white; thou'rt black as Hell; 

Thou kill'ſt my Sight, art more diſtaſteful to it 
| | Than 


% 


1 
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Than the dun Toad bloated with Pride, as thou art. 


Curſe on thy Artifice diſſembling Wretch ! 
APHENDIN A. 


Madam, compoſe 


MIR Z A. 
Bid the loud Tempeſt ceaſe 


When the fierce North is rous'd | Think'ſt thou to calm 

My Paſſion's Hurricane, by pedant Preachments 

Of Compoſure !——in vain, proud Minx ! in vain; 

Haſt thou not robb*d me of my Oſinan's Love? 

What do'ſt thou meanly think my Spirit's form'd 

Of that coarſe Refuſe, ſordid as thine own? 

That I've ſo little of the Woman in me, 

As to ſit looſe to all the Pomp of Life ; 

Io part with Sov'reignty without a Struggle, 

And tamely wear your laviſh Inſolence? 

No, by our Prophet! my Revenge ſhall cruſh you. 
[Aphendina dee ps. 

Weep, till your Heart-ſtrings crack ; it joys me much 

T' indulge me o'er thy Tears Away to Oſman, 

He'll liſten to thy Whine ; at ev'ry Pauſe 

Will figh, I love Believe the: Hypocrite, 


— 


And be as curſt as the forſaken Mirza. 


IPH E N- 
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APHENDIN A. 
Think not theſe Tears ſelf-intereſted flow; 
They owe their Current to a nobler Source, 
Pure as my Heart. 
MIR Z A. 
Thy Heart! 'tis ſcribbl'd o'er; x 


The Character of Truth is no where legible, 


One Maſs of foul Diſhonour | way Diſſembler. 
APHENDIN A. 

I cannot leave you thus diſtreſt My Queen ! 
Permit me ſhare your Grief; I cannot bear 
To ſee ſuch Excellence ſo greatly mov'd. 

Thus let me bend to beg your patient Ear ; 
Going to kneel. 

If cer Ambition ſwell'd my humble Breaſt, 

If e'er Deſire revell'd in my Mind 

Incontinent let Mirza then deſpiſe me. 

But Oſman If thou'ſt felt what tis to love, 

And be belov'd by Oſman, thou'lt forgive me. 

MIR 2 4. 

O Aphendina ! well I know his Power. [ Pauſing. 
Yes—he would charm a Syren with his Tongue 
Whene'er he ſpeaks, the Accents ſofter flow,” 

Than the Lute's gentleſt Trill ; but when he'd wooe, 
| The 
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The Turtle's plaintive Notes are harſh to his. 
O! were he but as true — Such Dignity, 


Such Grace waits each Act 
If thou lov'ſt my Oſman. 


Enter Oſman haſitly, running to embrace 
Aphendina ; Mirz# wnperceiv'd. 
O S MA N. | 
My Life! my All! | | 

Thus let me claſp thee to my glowing Breaft, | | 
And gaze for ever on thy rifing Beauties. 4 
Sure Nature triumph'd when ſhe form'd Perfection, 
And nam'd the lovely Model Apbendina: 
The ſmiling Love's i'th* Dimples of thy Cheek, 
Hold here their Fairy Court ; unbounded Joy, 


I muſt forgive thee, 


; [ Looking on her, 
In myſtic Dance, revels within theſe Eyes. 
MIR ZA. 
O! that deluding Tongue. 
O S MA N. 5 
Ha ! Mirza here! I Turning. 
MIR Z A. 


Yes, Oſman, Mirza's here; your once lov'd Mirza. 
Such was the Language won my fooliſh Heart ; 
Then you would kneel, implore, nay, ſigh and ſwear, *' 
3 Tha, 


% 
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And Subterfuges mean, t' elude me ſtill ? 


But when 1 gaze on a thee, illuſtrious Maid! 


FA 


That Mirza's Beauty triumph'd o'er the Sex: 
But thou art falſe. 
O SM AN. ONO 
Thou wrong'ſt me, I am juſt; 
*Twas my Opinion then. 
MIR Z A. 
Think'ſt thou by Caſuiſtry, 


Perfidious Man l- 


Has my Affection fail'd ? 
OS MA N. 

Madam, Obedience to our Will beſt ſpeaks 

Affection to our Perſon Retire no more. 
MIR Z A. 

So lordly ! Ves, Imperious | I will be gone; 
My tow'ring Soul ſhall ne'er deſcend ſo low, 
To crave thy Love, to beg it as a Favour : 
Hence with the {laviſh Coz'nage—Thank thee, Oſman ! - 
Thou'ſt freed me of my Chains; a nobler Paſſion 
Reanimates my Breaſt, more worthy Mirza; 
Revenge, Revenge ſhall right her Injuries. [ Ex. Mirza. 

O S MAN. | 

Mirza 0 warm | by Mabomet ! I am moy'd— 


 [Paufes. 


My 


—_ 


My ruffled Boſom- s huſh d, the Storm's no more: 

But ſay, my Apbendina ! why this Change? 

Vhy are the glowing Beauties of thy Face, 

(The Seat of endleſs Joy) thus clouded ofer ? 

Whiltt thy fond Oſinan's Heart beats high with Rapture, 

O'cri!lows with Tranſport, and is loſt in Ecſtaſy. 
 APHENDTIN HA. 

Forgive me, Ofman, that I thus offend ; 

Neer till this Inſtant did my conſtant Heart 

Know what it was, not to be wholly your's : 

Now, as two meeting Streams by Force repellent, 

Staznate each other in their wonted Courſe ;; 

So Love and Pity in my Breaſt at Variance, 

Sway my divided Soul, diſpute the Paſſage, 

Nor leave a Current for each other's Flow. - 

O ! 9 cannot — but feel for Mira. 
OSMAN. 

By Heav'n! this Softneſs gains upon my Soul, 
Beyond the boiſt'rous Air, the big-ſwoln Pride s 
Of haughty Beauty on its Charms preſuming : "I 
There was no Need of this, my Aphendina, | 
T' inſure a Conqueſt over Oſnan's Heart. 7 
[ pity her, but Virtue has its Bounds ; — 


Exceſs is faulty, we muſt ſometimes wave 2 
e Too 
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Too rigid Right Oſman, when bleſt with thee, 
His utmoſt Wiſh replete, ſhall then expatiate, 
Look round the various Globe, purſue each Plan 
Where Glory points the Way, and bleſs Mankind. 
APHENDINA. 

Oſman thy Words ſteal gently on my Senſes, 
And bear me ſmoothly down th' inchanting Stream 
Of ſoft Perſuaſion We're prepar'd to admit 
Whate'er our Wiſhes prompt us to believe. 

O $M A N. 

Clear up my Fair! and give a Looſe to Joy; 

Rival the Glories of the Delian God, 

When in his Chariot flaming thro' the Eaſt, 

He diſſipates the Gloom, and brightens Day: 

Let then that Radiance beaming thro” thoſe Eyes, 
Shed kinder Influence, diſpel each Cloud. 

Let not my Empreſs' Boſom chill with Fear, 

But glow with Proſpect of our future Joys : 

Anxiety and Care ſhall ſtand aloof, 

In Wonder wrapt pay Homage to theſe Charms, 

Nor dare t' intrude, where Love, and Peace, and Joy, 


Triumph enthron'd on Apbendina's Breaſt. [Exeunt. 


End of the Third Act. 
ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


The Palace. 


| 


Sultan, APHENDINA, Vi 121er, Mufti, Baſſas, Beglerbegs, 
and Soldiers, all as in Proceſſion from the Marriage: 
The Sultan and APHENDINA aſcend the Throne, the ref 
range themſelves. 


OSMAN. => 
HIS Day be ſacred in our Turkih Annals, 
Which makes the peerleſs Aphendina mine. 
O! that the World were all at my Diſpoſe, 
To make the nobler Off ring to my Love! 
The whole Sex's Worth is Aphendina's Dower, 
Which throws at Diſtance Oſmar's beſt Returns. 
APHEND INA 
Vou rate, moſt mighty Lord ! my mean Perfections 
At too great Price; I fear my future Merit, 
At beſt, ſhould ſink beneath your Highneſs's Standard. 


Next 


— — — ——L — — — — 
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In Duty as in Rank, excel all others; 
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Next to being perfect, is to aim to be fo; 
Which lying within my Pow'r, ſhall not be wanting. 
ASH AD. 

Moſt mighty Lord! accept my Gratitude, 
For this exceſſive Honour done my Daughter, 
And me in her——My Duty's to exhort you, 
To be attentive to your proper Glory ; 
Let not th' Affection which you bear your Bride, 
Bias your Juſtice, or your Clemency, - 
But let your Love for Virtue till preſide. 


And you, my Daughter late, but now my Empreſs, 


Maintain by Virtue, what Virtue has atchiev'd; 
Give faithful Council, be affectionate ; 


Nor influence your Lord to aught unjuſt : 
Long may ye both enjoy a proſp'rous Reign. 
VF £& T'B RK: 

Invincible Emperor ! moſt mighty Oſman ! 
Permit your Slave, i'th* Name of all the States, 
Beglerbegs, Baſſas, and the many Millions 
Of humbleſt Servants to our Royal Maſter, 

To teſtify their Joy at this Solemnity. 
What Bleſſings may we not aſſure ourſelves, 
Will iſſue from a Conduct ſo refin'd ! 


Our 
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Our former Emp'rors, deſpotick Ravagers ! 
Preying on Beauty with reſiſtleſs Will, 
Have glory'd in a Latitude of Action; 
While you, great Sir! their Junior far in Vears, 
Deſcending from the Monarch to the Man, 
Have taken to your Arms one beauteous Bride, 
Relinquiſhing the Sex for her alone: 
May your Deſcendants multiply to Thouſands ! 
Truly inheriting your Qualities ; 

And may the Ott man State ne'er want a Prince, 
Of your illuſtrious Line to grace the Throne. 

OSMAN. 2 
Next to my Joys conceiv'd for Aphendina, 
Your warm Affection fills my royal Breaſt. 
I choſe to ſolemnize theſe Rites in publick, 
To ſhew, that I contemn not Laws in general, 
But thoſe which have not Reafon for their Baſis, 
And that I mean to ſquare my future Actions 
By that equal Rule——This ye ſhall not fail 
To find in Oſman, while he ſways the Sceptre. 
Princes ſhould act as gracious Heav'n deſign'd, 
And deal ont Happineſs to all Mankind ; 
Born for the Publick Weal, their Aim ſhould be, 
To conſtitute their Subjects great and free. [Ex. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Sultana Queens Apartments. 


Mirza and two Oagalifgs. 


MIR Z A. * 
OU urge in vain, Oſman is not to blame; 
A ſofter Creature Nature never form'd : 
What tho' my Woes fit heavily upon me, 
Can ſhe prevent them? it was Oſman's Will : 
She prides not over me, but ſooths my Grief 
With ev'ry friendly Art, which not prevailing, 
Commixes Tears with mine in mere Compaſſion. 
Fit ODALTIS X. 
A very Crocodile | fie on your Weakneſs : 
No doubt, the laughs in private at your Woe ; 
Sly, crafty Authoreſs of your Undoing ; 
Quit her, and follow Kigſem's Advice. 
MIR Z A. 
I cannot contradict my Senſe ſo groſly: 
In plain, I love her; nay, I could adore her; 
But Oſman interpoſes to my Mind 
O Love! O Friendſhip ! cruel- 


tender Names! 


| Whence 
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Whence have you Pow'r to rack the human Frame, 
And torture't thus with agonizing Pain 
Anger Revenge thoſe Monſters of the Mind, 
Are petty Tyrants, when compar'd with you. 
Unhappy Mirza ! can't forget her Oſman, 
Nor hate her Rival, tho' they have undone her. 
9 [Exit Mirza. 
Second O DA LIS X. 
Her Prejudice is fix d beyond Remove; 
How ſhall we mention it to K:oſem ? 
Fir ODALIS K. 
She's never at a Loſs, or wants a Means 
To bring about the moſt amazing Things ; 
Me muſt inform her of it, or we're undone. [| Exeunt. 


—_— 
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SCENE III. 
The Empreſs's Apartment. 


APHENDIN 4A ſola. 
"THE Sultan bears a Weight upon his Brow, 
Sure nought in me can give Occaſion for jt : 
O!] that I could enucleate and deſcend : 
| „ Into 
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Into the cloſe Recefſes of his Soul ! 

Bear all his Cares and his Inquietudes. 

I muſt be ſatisfied, Pm not the Caufe 

Of this Dejection, that would rive my Heart; 

I will attempt it, ſoon as he returns ; 

But, here he comes, pray Heav'n I don't offend him. 

| [ Enter Sultan. 
Moſt mighty Lord! I crave an humble Boon, 
But let it pleaſe your Highneſs, that I aſk. 
OSMAN. 
When Aphendina ſues, the Boon's inverted ; 

She cannot aſk too much, nor Oſman grant. 

APHENDIN A. 
Oſman, you know I love; then with what Hope, 

Can I behold your Highneſs ak before me; 

Look heavily, and muſe, and ſigh again? 

Is it, my 9 that youv'e made me Empreſs ? 

Is it that you've confin'd yourſelf to me ? 

Is it from any Cauſe I can redreſs? 

Command me Oſman, to Life's utmoſt Verge, 

T'll acquieſce ; but let not Oſman ſigh, 

I cannot bear it, till I know the Cauſe: 

Oh! racking Thought! Oſnan may figh at me. 


OS MAN. 
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OSMAN. 

No, Aphendina, thy ſuperior Merit 
Hourly renews thy faithful Oſnan's Love: R 
Reſt ſatisfy d, my Dear, tis not at Thee, 

Thy Oſman ſighs, nor ſuits it that ye know, 
Till met in Council, I reveal my Mind: 
Chear up my Queen, caſt off this mournful Guile; 
Be ever joyous in your Oſinan's Preſence : 
You ſhall to Council with me, there the Cauſe. [Exeunt, 


me 


SCENE IV. 


Scene opens and diſcovers the Council. 


Enter OSMAN and APHENDINA 10 them, and ſeat 
 themſebves. 


OSMAN. 

Y Lords! a critical Affair of State, | 

Demands in Council your united Voices : 
My Janizaries are a reſtleſs Corps, 
Strongly addicted to rebellious Principles; 
Full prone to Mutiny; ſoon rouſed to Action; 
N Tokens of a Set of Cowards, 
L 2 
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And they behaved as ſuch i'th! Poliſb War. 
Their Tongues licentious, with Invectives fraught, 
Againſt my Throne and Miniftry diſpence,. 
Their venom'd Treaſons publickly abroad. 
—— Pernicious Donatives on each new Reign, 
Make Changes acceptable: Theſe by Deſign 
Defenders of the State ; Deſtroyers rather! 
On ev'ry Sultan's Death turn Plunderers, 
Spoil the Imperial City, and eſcape, 
By joyning to proclaim the Succeſſor ; 
In Brief, no Law can curb their Villainies, 
Nor's any Crime too groſs for their Commiſſion. 
Theſe Motives urge me to diſſolve their Order; 
Unwilling in a Matter ſo momentous, 
Raſhly, to act without your ſage Advice: 
My Queen! what fay you? let me have your Thoughts. 
APHENDIN A. 
I would reſerve myſelf for after hearing. 
FE: TJ:&.1:K Rc 

Moſt gracious Sov'reign ! all you've urg'd is juſt ;, 
But Dangers inſurmountable attend it: 
The Soldiers know their Pow'r, will abuſe it 
On the moſt ſlight Suggeſtions to their Damage; 
Unleſs th' Imperial City was remov'd, 
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Grand Cairo or Damaſcus claim Preheminence, 
(If fo reſolv d) before all other Cities; 
In one of theſe, your Highneſs might at Pleaſure, 
Exterminate theſe Enemies of Princes; 
The People's Voice, would ſecond the Tranſaction, 
Who hate the Janizaries as their Foes. 
OS MA N. 

T'is well, we've had your Sentiments, retire; 

This Thought will do, *tis worthy of my Vizier. 
Exit all but Sultan and Aphendina, who riſe> 


AP AEND.IN 4 

My Lord! I think with Horror to reflect, 
On the Reſolve your Highneſs is purſuing : 1 
Are not the Soldiers Maſters of the City? 
Have they not ris'n againſt their own Commanders? 
Expell'd em hence, and like an headleſs Corps, 
Are ripe for ev'ry miſchievous Impreſſion. 
Then ſuffer me t'intreat your Majeſty, 
Make ſure the Janizaries, cajole that Corps, 
Never engage with them in open Rupture: 
I tremble but to think, this Day's Debate 
Should reach their Ears; for good, my Lord, what is there 
You've not to fear, from their rude Inſolence? 
Your Crown, your Life itſelf, may fall before 'em, 
And Death alone bring Eaſe to Aphendina, 
| OSMAN 
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| OSMAN. 
Fear not, my lovely Spouſe! I have a Project 
Ris'n in my Breaſt, ſhall baffle ev'ry Danger : 
A Pilgrimage to Mecca will ſecure us, 
And cloſely cover my deſign'd Retreat: 
Yes, that ſhall do, and inſtant Preparations 
Shall be commenc 0 to proſecute my Will. 
[ Re-enter Vinier. 
Vizier ! I'm fixt upon a Tour to Mecca; 
Diſpatch my Equipage ; my Uncle Muftapha, 
And all my Brothers, ſhall attend me thither : 
Give . Orders to the Court. 
FS 78 K 
I will, my Lord, 
OS MA N. 
Thus far for publick Notice; a Word privately 
[Taking him fide. 
Give Orders for twelve Gallies to be fitted, 
Ship all my Treaſure and rich Furniture ; 
Make known, I take them with me to prepare, 
A nobler Off ring at the Prophet's Shrine; 932 
When all is ready, I'm prepar'd to move: 
Then privately ſend Notice to Grand Cairo, 
For all the Afatic Troops to meet me: 


Commit 
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Commit it to a truſty * begin, 
With inſtant Orders to purſue his Journey: 
Attend on me again, when this is done.  [Exeunt. 


FO Ws Oo Mc. 


/ 


SCENE V. 
Kioſem's Apartments. 


KIOSEM and PHESALIE. 


KIOSE M. 
OST and undone ! This ſudden Reſolution 
Diſtracts my Brain; Ideas riſe fo faſt, 
They joſtle out each other from my Mind ; 
E're I conclude on which to fix my Hopes, 
My wonted Spirits revert upon my Senſe, 
And dam it up——Tve no Expedient left 
T*extricate myſelf, or ſave my Amurath. 
v2 PHESAL IE. 
Madam, this ill-tim'd Paſſion ſtifles Thought, 
Nor leaves a Scope for. calm Deliberation : 
Why ſhould you judge your Children leſs ſecure, 


* A Courier, 


Among 
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Among ſome Thouſand Forces to attend them, 
Than now confined under the * Agbhaf? 
One Perſon's Will may ſooner be corrupted, 
At leaſt commanded, than a Multitude's. 
KIOSE M 
O! no; their Uncle Mufapha, and they, 
Are led to Slaughter in the dreary Deſart; 
Where one by one, neglected, they'll be loſt, 
And all at laſt ſeem but the Work of Nature: 
Oſman's Immenſity of Craft confounds me, 
Checks my Purſuits, and fruſtrates all my Meaſures : 
But Med'cine is extracted from the Aſp 
This Over-reach ſhall farther my Deſigns. 
Enter two of Kioſem's Eunuchs. 
O! happy Men ſo opportunely ſent, 
To ſerve your Miſtreſs in Extremity. 
Be inſtant at the Janizaries' Chamber; 
Tell 'em, his Highneſs purpoſes for Mecca ; 
That they are to conduct him thro' the Deſarts, 
Where las appointed Troops of Arabians, 
From Ambuſcade, t' attack em unprepar'd ; 
Diſpatch em, and ſucceed to their Employ : 
Bid 'em advance to ſtop the Sultan's Journey, 


* A chief Officer in the Seraglio. 


By ev'ry Means, or they come too late 
Tell 'em, three Suns appearing at Midday, 
Prognoſticate great Changes in the State, 
For them reſerv'd ; that Prodigies from Heaven 
Ought not tg be neglected but that they, 
Whoſe Pow'r extends to the depoſing Sov'reigns, 
Should act conformable to Heav'n's Decrees. 
[Exeunt Eunuchs. 


is wells my Mind grows calmer ; Fl to Court, 
And ſtrive to gain farther Intelligence. [Exit. 
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SCENE VL 
A Council of Fanizaries. 


Ft FANIZ ARF. 
HALL we ſit tamely, till our Throats are cut? 
Our Order ſtript of all its antient Enſigns; 
Caſhier'd, arid render'd uſeleſs to the State ? 
Let us recal our glorious Predeceſſors | 
To mind, reflect on their illuſtrious Actions, 
Make them our Precedent, who bravely ſtruggled 
Thro' Seas of Blood to raiſe themſelves a Name. 
MM Second 
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Second AINIZ AR Y. 
Unking'd the boldeſt ; rais'd to Dignity 
Thoſe, in their Judgments, were the moſt deſerving x _ 
But never ſuffer'd Inſults gainſt themſelves. 
Third FF ANIZ AR. 
What plainer Indication of baſe Views, 
Than this pretended Pilgrimage to Mecca ? 
Fourth F ANIZARY. 

I am inform'd, and that from no mean Hand,, 
Deſtruction waits us in th' Arabian Deſarts: ; 
The Manner is concerted, and the Authors. 

Fife F-A-N-F-Z- AR FE 
And we like Sheep before the Butcher's Cur, 
Are to be drove, incautious to the Slaughter. 
No! by the Head of Mabomet I ſwear, 
Tho! all my Brethren's Courage fail, mine ſhall not... 
Fir F ANIZARY. 
| What boots it waſting Breath in Conference? 
Our Overthrow's determin'd 
| Second NA NITIZ ART. 
' Words loſe but Time; 


Prepare we for Defence 


" Third 


= © F & an.” 
Third FANIZARY. 


Demand the Vizier's, 


And Preceptor's Heads 
Fourth FANIZ AR. 


A Stop immediate 
To tho intended Journey, and ſtrict * 


For our Proceedings. 
OMNE S. 


Agreed, agreed, agreed. | 
r MRS: 
Prepare, and rendezvous in Half an Hour. ¶ Exeunt. 


— 


SCENE VI. 
The E mpreſs's Lodgings. 
APHENDINA and As RAP. 


| APHEN DIN A. 
Dread, my Father ! Oſinan's Violence 
Will hurry down Deſtruction on our Heads; 
One general Murmur fills th* Imperial City: 


The Janizaries, rank for Mutiny, 
+ I Wait 


— 
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Wait but a Spark to ſet them in a Blaze: 
What the Refult of that will be, Heav'n knows ! 
ASH 4 D. 
The melancholy Proſpect gives me Pain: 


I've made Remonſtrances, but his great Heart, 
Unſhaken in Misfortune, as Tranquility, 


Imputes it all to Tim'rouſneſs in me 

«© What! ſhall a Servant dare control his Lord?“ 

He cries——* T'll frown them to Obedience.“ 

Twere pity, as to him, intrepid Courage 

So cloſe accompanies conſummate Virtue. 

Good Qualities are dauntleſs; Principles 

Not ſelf-condemning, dread no other Cenſure. 

If any thing unbends his Reſolution, 

It muſt be you, my Daughter ! Urge your Fears, 

Intreat him for the Love of you, his Glory, 

But to relax the Rigour of his Purpoſe, 

And wait a more propitious Opportunity. 

APHENDIN A | 

None of theſe Motives have eſcap'd my Pray'rs; 

He grants me hearing with the mildeſt Temper, 

Embraces me, and ſays, I am a Woman :” 

I can no more; ſome abler Hand than mine 

Muſt paint our Miſeries in blacker Colours. 
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The Vizier and Effendi, both againſt it, 
Will join their Voices to enforce your Reaſons; 
I ſhall be glad to hear that you prevail. [EExeumt. 


1 . = 


SCENE VIII. 


Sultan and Visier. 


OSMAN. 
OW have the Imams ſped among the Troops? 
Have they ſubmitted to our Obedience ? 
FTZALTE 
They're not return'd as yet, great Sir My Lord! 
Might your Slave venture to propoſe his Thoughts, 
Your Highneſs ſhould poſtpone this Enterprize ; 
Such Oppoſition riſes from each Quarter, 
I wiſh my Suffering may fave my Lord ; 
I hear UA loudly clamour for my Head. 
OSMAN. 
Believe me, Vizier, they'll have mine as ſoon. 
[Enter Aſhad. Kneels. 
e 
My Lord, my Duty caſts me at your Feet; 
Mov'd by Affection, as your Prieſt and Father, 
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T*implore Compaſſion, for myſelf, your Spouſe, - 
Your Empire, Friends, and this Imperial City ; 
Blame not, great Sir, this humble Feſtimony, 
Of my fincere Attachment to your Highneſs : 
You ſee not with my Eyes, the mad Contagion 
Spreading thro' every Member of the Janizars ; 
That turb*lent Corps conceal their Rage no longer, 
Are now preparing to obtain by Force, 
What their ſound Reaſonings (they ſay) can't _ ; 
The * Levantines deſerting their Cemmanders, | 
Toin'd to the Soldiers, make their Numbers Jreadfal | 
For Heaven's ſake, my Lord, appeaſe their Fury, 
E're they proceed too far, to ſound Retreat. 
[Enter two Cadileſtiers, preſenting a Paper. 
OS MA N. 
How durſt you venture to approach our Preſence 
Uncall'd for? 
CADILESKIERS. 
Mighty Lord, we were compell'd, 
OSMAN. 
Was ever daring Inſolence like this! [ Reads. 
What! am I menac'd here with Fire and Sword, 
For following the Dictates of my Will, 


* The Turkiſh Marine. 
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My Reaſon rather? Tell th* audacious Rabble, 
I am their Emperor, and will be obey'd. 
[ Exeunt Cadileſtiers, and enter 1 
APHENDIN A. 
Moſt gracious Lord, my Emp'ror, my Huſband ! 
By all the ſacred Ties of human Nature 
Your Dignity; your Empire, and your Love, 
Take Pity on a poor diſtracted Woman, 
Whoſe Grief's too pungent for Alleviation, 
But from a gentle Anſwer of your Highneſs. 
The rapid Torrent of curſt Diſaffection, 
Not to your Highneſs's Perſon, but Deſigns, 
Drives on the Soldiers with reſiſtleſs Motion® 
To facrifice (as they proclaim) th' Adviſers 
Of your pernicious Schemes againſt the Empire. 
O! let Compaſſion reach your gen'rous Heart, 
And melt it into Mercy for the Oppreſt; 
Your Wife the chief, your deareſt Aphendina; 
My Father, my Lord Vizier, and the many, 
Your faithful Friends, who'd rather die than leave you. 
My deareſt Lord, conſider what y' oppoſe, - | 
Licentious Rabble, excited by their Fears 
And Jealouſies, to murder and deſtroy. 
The good, the bad, the great, the infamous, 


Meet 
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Meet equal Fate in gen'ral Maſſacres; 

But thoſe, whoſe Pow'r may call 'em to Account, 
Are ſure to feel the Weight of their Reſentment : 
One Word from you, my Lord, may ſtop the Riſe, 
When your Life only may retard their Progreſs. 


OSMAN. 
You, pow'rful Advocate! can't plead in vain ; 


Riſe and embrace me, deareſt Aphendinaz;  _- 
You have your Wiſh; tell em, I will not leave 'em : 
And you, fair Princeſs, ſet your Heart at Reſt, 
And follow me. 

APHENDIN A. 
With right good Will, my Lord, [Exeunt. 


Fo — — — — . — — — 
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SCENE IX 
The TJanizaries in confus'd March. 


[Enter 4 Meſſenger from the Sultan. 


ME SSE NG E R. 
Ommend me to the Aga of your Order, 


I have a Meſſage from the Emperor. 
Fifi FANIZ ARY. 
We have no Aga; what's your Bus'neſs with him? 
; M E S- 
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MESSENGER. | | 

Then my Commands are to you all. I'm t' inform--- 

OMNE S. 

Hear him, hear him — Silence! begin, begin: 
MESSENGE R. 

7 m Qt inform ye, tis his Highneſs's Will, 

Finding his Journey gave Diſſatisfaction, 

To all his loving Soldiers, and his Subjects, 

At their Requeſt, quite to relinquiſh it: 

For as he ſtrives in ev'ry other Action; 

To. do his Subjects pleaſure ; fo in this; 

Þ FANIZARITE S Omnes. 

Allah, Allah, Oſinan, Oſman, Allah; 


Long live our noble gen'rous Emp'ror Oſman ! 
[Exit Meſſenger, and enter Levantines with an 
Teboglan. 


_ Firſt LEV ANTINE. 
Along, along with him ; bring him along : 
We met this Fellow loit'ring on the Shore; 
And having ſeiz d him, found a trait'rous Letter, 


Which ſpeaks its own Contents; better than we can. 
[4A Janiaary reads. 


To the Baſſa of Grand Cairo. | 
© We have for many Reaſons reſoly'd to transfer our 


« Seat of Empire to our antient City of Grand Cairo, 
N « whither 
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« whither we are about to tranſmit our own Treaſure. 
% with thoſe of our Fathers. We command you, there. 
<« fore, at Sight hereof, to ſet forwards, to meet us, with 
* all ns Forces of our Kingdom of Egypt. 
Os MAN. 
Second FANIZ ARY. 


O! Villainy O! Mahomet ! this is the Journey, 
You've heard the Letter, and mark*d the Contents: 
What fay you tit? 

OMNE S, 
| Let's chuſe a Head, and march. 
Third F ANIZ ARY. 
Shall Aly Aga be your new Commander? 
O MN E S. 
He ſhall, he ſhall; Ah Aga, he ſhall. 
Fourth FANIZ ARY. 

Firſt let us find the Mufti, and compel him 

To march before us to the Seraglio. 
OMNE S. 


Agreed, agreed; march, Aly Aga, march. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. 
De Court before the Seraglio. 


OsMAn, V1zIER, APHENDINA, UsSAIN, 5 at an 
oßen Window. Enter Jani zaries, calling aloud for the 
Vizier and Treaſurer. 


| E i 1 0 "w 
H O! what's the Meaning of this Inſolence ? 


[From the Window. 


ALY AG 4. 
Send us the Head of Dzlaver Vizier, 


OSMAN. 
Your Arrogance will claim the Sultan's next. 
# -- 1; 
Deſcend, and anſwer for our Injuries. 

OSMAN. 

Arm, arm, my Friends; I'll make a Sally on em: 

Their Menaces are worſe to me than Death. 
APHENDIN A. 

My Lord! my Lord! expoſe not that dear Life, 
They may be pacify'd ; be calm, my Oſman ; 
The Uproar is fo loud, they cannot hear you: 
Sign but a Writing with your Hand, my Lord, 
as Bp. Na: Aſſu- 


*. 


—— — ——— — — . — — — 


— - 


— — - NS — x — — - - 
. — — — — — — — 
* 


Aſſuring them the Journey's laid aſide, 

And of your friendly Diſpoſition to em, 

They'll be entreated, and return to Duty. 
SMA N. 

My deareſt Princeſs! I had ſooner died, 
| {Writes and throws it. 
'Than any other had extorted this. 
I know their Perfidy, this won't content em, 
This Shew of Fear, but heightens their Demand. 

YV'IS1TER. 
Great Sir! the Hazard of your ſacred Perſon, 
May be prevented by expoſing mine ; 
I cannot with to die a nobler Victim: 
Theſe dang'rous Tumults ſcarce ſubſide again, 
But by the Sacrifice of a Vizier. 
Then what am I, to have a With for Safety 
OSM AMN. 

Thou art a worthy Man, nor fear'ſt to die. T Eau Ag. 

Myſelf am honeſt——and 1 fear as little: 
A gallant Man diſdains to die by Proxy; 
No, if their Aim is Blood, let it be mine. 

YF'TZ IE R 

At leaſt depoſing me, make ain Vizier ; 

Let him deſcend, and try his Art to gain em. 


OS MAN. 


0.5 M4 M 9 
O SMA N. 
If this you would adviſe me, be it ſo. 
USSAIN. 
I ſhall not dread t' expoſe my Life to ſerve you. 
[Ufſain deſcends. 


Moſt noble Ay! deign to hear my Meſlage ; ; 
His Highneſs has depos'd Dilaver Vizier:; 
The Seal's committed to my Care: Your Injuries 


In open Conference: ſhall be diſcuſs'd. 
[Enter Kioſem's tuo Eunuchs. 


Chooſe of your Chiefs, twelve Deputies To-morrow—— 
Charg'd with Demands—Myſelf will give them Audience, 
And ſettle all Things to-our.mut'al Intereſts, 
ALY. 
What we demand, my Lord, is antient Freedom, 
A due Regard t' our venerable Order, 
And that his Highneſs will forego his Journey. 
ISS AIV. 
Aly ! We ſhan't belong adjuſting this; 
It is his Highneſs's Pleaſure ſo to be. 
| LI. 
Then we'll withdraw, and nominate our Proxies. 
[Kioſem's Eunuchs to the Janigaries, afide. 
Fir E UN U CH. 


What! will your Leader leave you in the Toil? 2 
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S E CON D. 
Is it for this your Force hath been collected? 
; FIRST. 
Can any Man believe but you're undone? 
S ECO N D. 
They wait but Time to bring th' Arabians on you, 
And other African and Afan Troops. 
F'FRSYT. 
You can't conceive, their Hearts inclin'd to Peace. 
S E CON D. 
Von ſhall be ſeconded by noble Hands. 
1 
Depoſe this Oſman, this projecting Sultan; 
We've Blood enough, as yet, of Ottoman. 
| 8 E CO-N-D. 
To indicate this is the Senſe above 
Here, take theſe Gifts, in Token of their Favour, 
D iftributes Money. 


It ſhall be Ten-fold, when the Work is done. 
2 ALY. ; 
File off —a Treaty is agreed upon. ¶ Janizaries Cabal | 


Nit FF ANIZ ART: 
With whom ? | 

SEC 0 N D. 
For what? - © | THIRD. 
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n 
We chooſe you not our Judge, 
But temporary Leader — 
FOUR T H. 
We'll retire. 
When what conven'd us here, is executed. [Break in. 
e 
Here's the Diſturber of the Empire's Peace. 
58 ECO N D. 
We'll have his Head. [Find Dilaver, and kill bim. 
N 11 
This is another of em. [XK] Kiſler Aga. 
FOUR T H. 
Deſtroy ? em all, let not a Man eſcape. 
FIFTH. 
March with their Heads in Triumph to our Friends ; ; 
The Night approaching, let's return To-morrow, - _ 
S'FX T8. 
Now, Aly, lead us off, we'll follow you, 
And place young Amurath upon the Throne. 
5 LT. 
He that commands a Multitude's their Tool, 
And muſt be ſubject, if he means to rule. 


Pd of the Fourth AF. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Alx writing ; to bim Uss AIR VIZ IRR. 


4L I. 
Y good Lord Uſain ! what has drawn you forth, 
Before the Dawn of Day ? 
ISS AIM. 


The Hope of finding 
Aly, unbent from other publick Cares, 


And ready to admit my Conference: 

I chooſe to ſettle the Preliminaries 

With you, before the Deputies Arrival: 

It may both quicken and facilitate 

The Terms and Method of Accommodation. 


[Ent er Servant a 


S ERV ANT. 
My Lord! two Strangers beg Admittance to you. 
ALT. 
What Characters bear hay ? 


S E R. 
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SERLV ANT. | 
The one's a Spahi, 
The other ſeems a Perſon of Diſtinction. 
, ALY. 
| Uſher em in——Lord Vizier, you'll excuſe 
| [Exit Servant. 
My introducing Strangers to your Preſence. 
Enter Sultan dreſſed like a Spabi, and Uſain ; 
Sultan looks flern without ſpeaking. 
My Lord ! my Sovereign ! my Emperor ! [ Starts. 
O S MA N. 
How comes it, Ah, you ſhould pay Reſpect 
To Majeſty depos d, under Diſguiſe; 
Yet riſe in Arms againſt me on the Throne? 
What Tyranny, what Injuſtice have I done, 
That ſhould exact ſuch heinous Treatment from you? 
'Tis true, I purpos'd to withdraw myſelf | 
From factious Inſolence and mad Caprice: 
Err'd I in this? Am I not juſtified 
In my form'd Conduct, from the preſent Outrage? 
This, notwithſtanding, willing to content you, 
I acquieſc'd to pretermit my Journey, 
Waiting Submiſſion for my Condeſcenſion: 
But, to return my Favour, you've deſtroy'd 
Ss * 0 The 
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The Man I chiefly valued Dilaver: 
And is it Aly? is it that ſame Aly, 
On whoſe Fidelity ('till now untainted) 
I would have plac'd the Safety of my Head, 
Who leads theſe miſcreant Wretches to dethrone me? 
See, Aly, then that Oſman you abhor, 
Avoiding Death by a leſs noble Hand, 
Unfolds his Boſom to receive the Stroke ; 
Strike, Aly, ſtrike ; your Emp'ror bids you ſtrike. 
ALY. 
Alas, my Lord! yourſelf has givin a Wound, 
[ Kineehing, 


More pungent to my Soul, than bitt'reſt Death : 
Thou Sun! great Miniſter of Light! no more 
Diſplay thy Beams, retract thy Influence; 
My glaring Villainy obſcures thy Preſence ; 
I am not worthy to behold my Emperor, 
Yet cannot die 'till after Expiation, 
By ſacrificing all in his Defence. 
OSM AN. 

Riſe, "OS be faithful; may your Repentance 
Be equally ſincere with my Forgiveneſs ; 
Time's ſhort, make ſuch Propoſals to the Rebels 
As I may offer, and they beſt receive; 


Myſelf will here attend the Iflue on't. [ Excunt. 
OSMAN 
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OS MAN fol. 

What dire Events are incident to Royalty, 
From thoſe Props deſtin'd to ſuſtain its Being ! 
ln what few Hands the Empire of the World! 
How many Millions ſubje& to one Man! 

Yet all are govern'd by their ſeveral Intereſts : 

From whence this Servitude, but from our Intereſts ? 

The Prince, Diſpenſer of all earthly Favours, 

Makes Diſtribution to ſome choſen Minions ; 

All others lean on them for a Support, 

In juſt Progreſſion to the meaneſt Slave: 

Thoſe, to preſerve themſelves, maintain his Rights ; 

Theſe, for Protection, follow their Example: 

Thoſe Numbers, whom one Intereſt conjoins, 

Are only terrible to ſov'reign Power, 

And may alone be juſtly ſtiPd that Power: 

This the Condition of my Janizaries ; 

Their Intereſts ſo united in each Member, 

No Part can ſuffer, but the Body feels it, 

And Feeling will reſent, while Force remains : 

My Predeceſſors, hurry'd by their Paſſions, 

Deſerting Reaſon's Guide, oppreſs'd Mankind ; 

Men injur'd, will reſiſt : Thoſe form a Power 
Sufficient to maintain their lawleſs Rule ; 


— — — ———— — 
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Little conſidering, that very Strength 

Bears equal Enmity againſt themſelves, 

(With thoſe they're bought to curb) upon Occaſion, 
Or truly given, or at leaſt preſum'd. 

I've preſs'd too hard upon my Janizaries 

One Chain of Nature holds thro' all Mankind; 

And not to act like Men, were to be more: 

Fear, join'd to Hate, bears down all Oppoſition ; 
Then, leſt they fall, they'll think it meet that I ſhould. 


[Enter Huſſan. 


HUS$SS A N. 
Fly! fly, my Lord! I have not Time t inform 
The curſed Actions of the wicked Janizaries : 
O! fly, my Lord! 
OS MA N. 
Huſan, I will not ſtir, 
Till I've the Cauſe. 
HUS S AN. 
My Lord, the Vizier open'd your Inſtructions, 
With all Benevolence amongſt the Troops; 
Aly then back'd it with your Royal Word, 
And had proceeded, but their inſtant Fury 
Hack'd him to Pieces took the Vizier's Head, 
And ecchoing dreadful Shouts of Amurath, 


Are 
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Are hither on their March, to ſeize your Highneſs— 


LNoiſe without. 
Fly! fly, my Lord ! they re here | 
OS MA N. 


I'll meet my Fate 

Undaunted ; conſcious Honour be my Guard: 
Let them come on 
[The Janizaries force in and kill Huſſan. 

H US S AN. 
O! ſpare his Majeſty 
[The Jani garies at a Stang. 
OS MA N. 

Why ſtand ye trembling thus? Behold your Lord ! 
'Tis Onan ſpeaks ; for Shame, lay down your Arms 
What ! Thouſands to a ſingle Man ? 

[ Fanizaries ruſhing on him, he reſiſts and kills ſome. 
Fit FANTZ ART: 
| Don't hear him. 
SECONMN D. 
Secure our Enemy——, 
THIRD. 
Bring the Projector 


To publick Shame 


FOURTH. 
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FOUR T H. 
Revenge! we'll be reveng'd ! 


OMNES. 
Revenge] Revenge——Away ! Away with him ! 


[ Exeunt with Oſman, 


— — 
— — 


SCENE IL 


The Street. 


The expel'd Aga and Lieutenant of the Janizaries meeting. 


LIEUTENANT: 
O Aga; what a wretched World we live in? 
The Porte is all Confuſion What brought you 
here ? 


Be cautious. 
A G A. 
Hearing a Treaty was propos'd, 
And Matters like to be accommodated, 
I ventur'd forth (in Safety, as I thought) 
In this Diſguiſe ; but long I had not roam'd, 
When the moſt fatal, and afflitingSight, 
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My Eyes had cer till then beheld, appear'd ; 
Oſman ! the brave, the valiant, gen'rous Oſman ! 
Conducted like a dang'rous Criminal, 
Amid the Shouts, the Taunts, th' Execrations, 
Of the inſulting, barb'rous Janizaries: 
He, till the Prince, and all Benignity : 
Patience fat ſmiling on his awful Brow, 
Temper'd with Majeſty, ſerenely great: 
He urg'd the Soldiers to diſpatch his Life, 
And not commit him to the Executioner—— 
My Heart dropt Blood at the deteſted Spectacle, - 
And was the only one among the Croud, 
That, touch'd with Senſe of Horror, ſhew'd Compaſſion. 
The Shops were all cloſe ſhut, no Man appear'd, 
But backwards fled, t avoid the tragick Sight; 
Nor was a Creature ſtirring in the Streets, 
But the inhuman Actors of this Scene 
My Rage had well nigh laid me open to em; 
But not to throw an uſeleſs Life away, 
I maſter'd my Diſtraction by Conſtraint : | 
I was reſolv'd to view the End; ſo following 
Among the Croud, beheld my Prince immur'd 
Within the Prifon of the Seven Towers : 
What next will be his Fate, I'm ignorant. 


| 


LIE U- 
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LIEUTENANT. 
This is no Time for us t' appear abroad; 
Friendſhip for Oſnan, were a Crime unpardonable. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 
The Seraglio. 


KIOSE M fola. 
T length I've gain'd the Summit of my Views: 
The Royal Diadem on Amurath's Head 
O'erpays my glorious Toil, and loud proclaims, 
That nought tranſcends the Genius of a Woman : 
E'en Man, who ſtiles himſelf Creation's Lord, 
And boaſts ſuperior Knowledge and Addreſs, 
Is but Dupe——'Tis Niem governs all 
My Son, my Amurath reigns !—But, ha! how reigns---- 


! [ Pauſing. 
Does not the Diadem waver on his Head 
While Oſman lives: lt does, it does! That Name 
Strikes Terror thro' the Soul of Kioſem —— 
Why ?——Ils not the Sound of Am rath as great 


As 
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As that of Oſman Unſex thee, Nioſem; 
Secure the Prize of Royalty 
He can't but ſerve me for his late Advancement; 


Nay, 'tis his own Security ; our Intereſts 
Are intertwin'd : But ſee, he's here. 


[Enter Daut Vigier and Baſſa of Boſnia. 


DD LU'f. 


Thus, let 
M- pay m' Acknowledgments to your Highneſs. 


[ Kneeling. 


KIOSE M. 
Not thus, Vizier ; it ſhall not be, ariſe ; 
Your Excellency's Merit's too conſpicuous, 
To ſtrongly mark'd to paſs unnoticed. 
D AUT. 
Your Highneſs honours me with your Opinion. 
KIOSE M. 

Not mine alone, Vizier; the whole Divan 
Yields Approbation to our Choice, as conſcious 
That ableſt Men demand the higheſt Stations : 
Then who ſo fit as Daut to recompoſe 
The Tremors of the State, to aid my Amurath 
I'th' glorious Work of Peace, and harmonize 
The jarring Diſcord of the furious Porte ? 


I have't: [ Muſmg. 


P I 


| 
| 
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106 . 


I know, my Daut, you have a piercing Genius; 

Like Lightning penetrate the cloſe Receſſes 

Of human Nature, and explore the Soul; 

This is the Stateſman's Part: Believe me, Vizier, 

Tha Charge of Empire is no trifling Weight. 
AU. 

The Steerſman muſt be ever on his Guard, 
Watch ev'ry Gale, from the rough Hurricane 
Down to the gentle Breathe; take all Advantages 
T' avoid the Shelves and Rocks, that in his Way, 
Unſeen by vulgar Eyes, portend Deſtruction. 

KIOSE M. 

Deſtruction] nam'ſt thou? You've alarm'd my Fears 
This pet lant Boy this Oſman ! has convuls'd 
The State. 


DAUT. 
| He can no more ; in Bonds ſecure, 
What have we thence to dread ? 

KIOSE M. | 
| Thou know'ſt not Oſman, 
If fondly confident you diſmiſs your Fears. 

DAU T. 
There may ariſe Suſpicion thence, tis poſſible. 


K T O- 
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K IOS E M. 
There may, there may; nay, Men are moſt diſcerning. 
DA UT. 
Your Highneſs's Hints adminiſter ien 
K IOS E M. 
O, nothing, nothing; tis mere Fancy all: R 
Our Fears oft favour of Impertinence. 
DAUT. 
Admit, my Princeſs, Women's often are 
Mere Phantoms; yet your Highneſs's Penetration 
Muſt not be rated by the common Standard : 
Let me intreat you, Madam, to explain. 
KIOSE M. 
I think, thou lov'ſt me, Vizier. 
DAU. 
Dearer far 
Than Life or Honour I am all Impatience. 
K IOS E M. 
I have been fanc'ing ſhould the Soldiery 
Take but a flight Diſguſt at Amurath, 
(As who ſo upright but may tread awry) 
I fay, I'm thinking ——Oſmen may but 


3 BAS 
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BASS A of Boſma. 
Pardon the Interruption of your Slave, 
Who Cares preſume to read your Highneſs's Doubts : 
The Soldiery pay Deference to Oſman, 
And hold his Qualities in Eſtimation ; 
Tho” they're diſguſted with his fav'rite Scheme; 
And to ingratiate themſelves again, 
May reinthrone I'd not anticipate ; 
Perhaps they're idle Fears. | 
KIOSE M. 
Nay, for 1 8 8 
I dread not, but for Am'rath's Friends; 
They'll be mark d out undoubtedly for Ruin. 
D AUT. 

I own 'tis juſt ; I'll keep ſtrict Guard on Oſman ; 

None ſhall approach: Indeed, there's Cauſe for Fear. 
KIOSE M. 

For Fear! Sure I've miſta'en thee, Vizier ; 
Thou art not the Man thy Princefs thought thee : 
Is this the reſolute, experienc'd Dawt ? 

Now with a Woman's Whine to whimper out, 


Indeed there's Cauſe for Fear. Away, away; 
Thou lov'ſt me not. | 


D AUT, 


D AUT. 

| Highly you wrong me, Madam ; 
Command my Life on that Experiment : 
Propoſe, what would your Highneſs? 

KIOSE M. 

Oſman lives 

DAUT. | 

My gracious Queen! in Pity to your Slave, [Paules. 
Urge me not on the Precipice of Fate. 
KIOSE M. 


As ſure as Oſman lives, from that ſame Precipice 
So certain Ruin waits thee. 


D AUT. 
But, my Princeſs! 
For me to offer at a Life like Oſnan's 
KIOSE M. 
You——You a Stateſman ?- and want Reſolution 
To ſteal a Life pernicious to the Crown! 
Can th' Hand of Power, back'd by Authority, 
Be wanting in the Means? a Thouſand offer, 
Amurath will hug thee for't ; too well he knows 
His Footing inſecure, while Oſman lives; 
Then think'ſt thou, he'd not venerate the Hand, 
That ſhould releaſe him from his potent Rival ? 


D AUT. 
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D AUST. 
Madam, you are obey*d, conclude it done. 
[ Exeunt Kioſem and Daut, 
BASS A of Boſnia ſolus. 
To what curs'd Villainy is Greatneſs ſubje& ? 
The Vizier will not reſt, till tis compleated ; 
Vizier! why ſo? myſelf had prior Claim, 
What was his Merit, more than mine? By Mabomet ö 
Not half ſo much - O! I remember well, 
Upon the Banks of Tyre, Lud“ wies s Forces 
Had well nigh put to rout our num'rous Hoſt, 
Had not great Oſman hap'ly interven'd. 
Did not this Daut then meanly ſculk behind, 
Nor once come up to back the gallant Oſman ? 
The gallant ! faid I? yes, the gallant Oſman 


 [Pauyfng. 
hat thou we'rt brave, thy Enemies proclaim ; 


Has't born Indignities unparallell'd, 

Each gen'rous Muſſulman with Shame confeſſes, 
Then this flagitious Plot againſt thy Life, 

Be it my glorious Part to counteract : 

I'll to the Mufti, traverſe his Deſigns. 


DL SUIS _aa 


SCENE IV. 


P 
OW cumb'rous is the State of Royalty ? 

Was it not gilded o'er with Name of Majeſty, 
What Man would gorge the Bait? What! tho” the Voice 
Of Millions ſhouted Amurath ? hail'd me Emperor! 
Vain is the Joy, vain is the popular Puff. 

Some Hours paſt they did as much for Ofman : 
Heav'n knows I ſought it not, nor had I Cauſe; 


Oſman was ever great; his gen'rous Soul 
Diſdain'd the murd'rous Maxims of our State, 
And ſcorn'd by Fratricide, t'enſure his Reign. 
O! Oſman, thy unhappy Fate imbitters 
The Guſt of Empire; but a Time will come, 
Thy Wrongs ſhall be redreſs'd. 
[Enter a Eunuch, preſents a Letter. 
Ha! from Afhad: [ Reads. 
« Was J Stranger to my Emperor's Goodneſs, I ſhould 
© not have preſumed, to lay this undoubted Truth at his 
« Feet. The Greatneſs of Amwurath's Soul can't coun- 
« tenance enormous Villainy.,——The Life of Oſman is 
in immediate Danger thro' the Artifices of Dauz. | 
| | « 0 


l 8 
O] Royal Sir! reflect on his Concern for you, and fly 


«© to his Relief. ASHAD.” 
O! Villain, Villain! moſt abandon'd Villain ! Exit. 


SCENE V. 
De Priſon of the Seven Towers. 


OSMAN fol. 


OYALTY, farewell ! thy abrupt Deſertion 
Was ſo unfriendly, T'll not recall thee: 

Thou parted'ſt from me with ſo ill a Grace, 

I ſpurn thy Quittance; I will not ſooth thee: 

I thank thee, Mahomet ! *tis now I triumph, 

Crown'd with the Laurel conſcious Virtue gives: 

I've reach'd the full Meridian of my Glory, 

And from that Full, now like a Meteor fall: 

Is this my Palace? Ha! here Darkneſs reigns; 

Horror and grim Diſmay Semblance of Chaos 

E'er the Almighty ſpoke primeval Light. 

Ha! Is not that, which pierces thro' yon Dome, 

The Gleam of Heav'n? O! that I could aſcend, 


Ride 
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Ride on the Winds, and in a Whirlwind pour, 
Like Perſeus, to deſtroy the Monſter, Faction, 
And fate my juſt Revenge What's that which glides 
Along the gloomy Surface of the Wall ! 2890 
The Shadow of an Emperor that am I—— 

Be it fo—— Hark! didn't Apbendina call? [Starts again. 
Ha ! my prophetick Soul Soft=--ſoft---"twas ſhe : 
My Wife! my Wife! what do I feel for thee? 
Now am I fall'n indeed, now Oſinan's conquer'd. 
Hail ! King of Terrors, hail ! 1 court thee now. 


[ Looking round, 
What have I left of all my paſt Poſſeſſions, 


But this dear Relick ?!—— Aphendine's Gift, 
[Takes a Pocket=Book out of his Bofom. 
When Love and Empire crown'd our happier Hours— 
Enter Daut. 
From whence com'ſt thou ? What Meſſage do you bring? 
DAUT. 
My. Lord | I tremble to relate my Tale; 
This Order ſpeaks itſelf from Amurath, 

Our gracious Sov'reign; ſorry I am, my Lot 
ſhould force upon. me this. ungrateful Office, 
But my great Maſter's Will muſt be obey'd. 
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Ne OSMAN. 
What do I ſee! The Sentence of my Death! ¶ Readi. 
Have they had not enough of Blood already ? | 
"Tis falſe, this cannot come from Amurath. 


I us'd him otherwiſe when in my Power ; 


What am I guilty of? Alledge my Crime. 
DAVE 


It is the Sultan's Pleaſure—you muſt die. 
O SM AN. 

As it 1s the laſt Account I am to render, : 
Give me ſome time to clear myſelf to Heaven, [ Kneels, 
D AUT. 

My Preſence is expected by the Emperor ; 
Be ſhort, and Ill attend awhile upon you. 
[Enter two Mutes with Bow-Strings, on Si ght of 
whom Oſman riſes. 
: OSMAN. 
Are theſe the Meſſengers of Death? for ſhame! 
Lend me a Poniard to diſpatch my Life 
I was your Emperor, let me not fall 
By th' ignoble Hands of Executioners— 
[ Endeavours to ſeize a Scimitar, is prevented by 
Daut, who makes Signs to the Mutes to proceed. 
You murd'ring Villains, take the juſt Reward 


Of 
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Of your Barbarity [ Knocks down one. 
| And thou, thou Traitor [ Another. 
Give me another—What a third—come on 
[While be is caſting the third, comes one behind and 

halters him. He dies. 


D AUT. 
He is pe at laſt; 'tis well, I'm eaſy, 
[ Daut going, enter Amurath and Guards. 
AMUR AT H. 
O! horrid Spectacle Secure that Wretch. 
[Pointing to Daut. 
SU | 
My Lord! [ Bieels. 
AMURAT H. oli Fel 
Away with him to inſtant Death. 
D AUT. 
My Emperor! 
AMURATH. 
Away with him; no Parley with a Murderer. 
[Exeunt Mutes with Daut. 
ven Prince | how art thou fallen, Ofman / 
Fatal Viciflitude of human Greatneſs ! 
How waſt thou lately deck'd in regal Pomp 
 —— How waſt thou bleſt with ev'ry manly Grace! 


. — Hov- 
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—How doubly bleſt in Aphendina's Charms ! 


Thy future Story ſhall be told with Weeping, 
And blaſt the Glory of our Turkiſh Annals. 
Could not thy Virtues ſave thee from the Grave! 
No, thy ſuperior Merit hath undone thee : 
Sure Heav'n regards not the Affairs of Men, 
Elſe had not O/nan died Preſumptuous Amurath ! 
Would'ſt thou trace out the ſecret Paths of Providence? 
Would'ſt read the Book of Fate? Vain the Attempt ; 
"Tis well we can't: Each Enterprize of Moment 
Would then abortive prove ; enough for Man 
To know is to ſubmit. 


Bear hence the Body, 

And give it Royal Obſequies What's that? | 

[ As they take up the Body a Pocket-Book falls, 

Give me the Book——Ha !——< This to the Empreſs.” 

[ Opens it, takes out a Paper and reads. 

Pardon, Aphendina, that I thus preſume 

« I tremble for Amurath, he knows I always lov'd 

« him; it is from him I hope for memorable Revenge: 

<« Reſt aſſured, my Aphendina, that Death itſelf ſhan't 
« tear thee from the Heart of Os 
Moſt gen'rous Youth ! what have I loſt in thee ! 

Thy Race was ſhort, but glorious———Revenge thee ! 

Yes, 
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Yes, yes, my Oſman, I will revenge thee. 


Unhappy Oſman / Bear this to th* Empreſs. 
[Gives the Book. Going, is ſtapt by the Sultana Queen, 
who enters with Attendants, forcing thrs' the Guards. 
| MIR Z A. 
Off! give me Way; I ſeek the Emperor 
O Amurath ! behold a wretched Woman 
Implores thy Mercy for the Life of Oſman : 
His Soul, unqualified to taſte of Death, 
Breathes only Love and Amity to you 
[Amurath pointing to the Corpſe, ſhe ſhrieks. 
Has the rude Graſp of Death then ſeiz d my Oſman ! 
Surely the Courſe of Nature is inverted, 
And Order feels the Pangs of Diſſolution . 
Is Amurath crael ? has his recreant Will 
Giv'n Sanction to this horrid Parricide ? 
AMURAT H. 
No, Mirza, I diſdain the trait'rous Deed ; 
Would I had died to've fav'd the Life of Oſman / : 
| [Exit Amurath, 


MIZ 4 
Infernal Furies rattle o'er their Heads, 
Impending Vengeance, for eternal Ages, 
Shake their curs d Souls with Horrors infinite, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Hands unnat'ral revell'd in his Blood 

But why lives Mirza to lament his Fall? 
Why does ſhe loiter on this hated Globe ? 

The World's no longer thine, diſpatch thee hence 
| [Stabs herſelf. 
Go, ſeek thy Oſman thro' the Fields of Paradice, 
Rekindle in his Breaſt our former Loves, 
And blending Shades, conjoin with him for ever. 


[Dies, and the Scene chſes. 
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SCENE VL 


— 


The Empreſs's Apartment. 
 APHENDINA and EL1 CANA. 


APHENDIN A. 

Y Grief abates each Moment, Eliſana, 

As I grow nearer to my Joys above: 
This News has rather chear'd, than ſunk my Spirits. 
I will not weep : This is my Bridal Day, 
Shall reconduct me to my Oſman's Arms 
I may o'ertake him, if I'm expeditious : 
Where is the Draught I gave you? Bring it me. 


E LT 
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E LIS ANA. 
For Heaven's Sake, my Queen ! don't urge me to it: 
I have diſpos'd of it, caſt it away. 
APHENDINC A. 
I know thou haſt not; my Commands have ever 
Been too minutely kept by Eliſana. 
_—_— STE GP / 
I beg you, Madam, on my Knees intreat you, 
Shew pity to your precious Life ; it may 
Be all a Forgery, and done to try you. 
APHENDIN A. 
I could have known it true, without Advice; 
I feel it in my Heart, tis one half weaker 
Than 'twas before ; I know he's dead by that : 
Bring me the Draught, I go to meet my Oſman /! 
Deprive me not of that, my laſt Reſort; 
I charge you, give it me; bring Oſmar's Cup, 
Pl drink it out of that O noble Oſman ! 
My Love, I come: Thou wilt not ſoar too faſt ; 
Stay but a Moment, Oſman, I am with you 
[Takes the Draught and pours it out ; knocking at 
the Door. 
Stir not 'till I have drank the Potion down. 
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E LIS ANA. 

O] ſtay my Princeſs —— 

[ Knocking again; while ſbe 1s gone, Apiundion drinks. 
Madam, your Father. [Enter _ 
ASH A D. 

O! Aphendina, you have Cauſe to grieve; 
The horrid Action of this Day, my Child! 
Staggers Belief, diſclaims all Precedent : 

But let us not deſpair, my Aphendina ; 
True Fortitude conſiſts in nobly ſuffering. 
Ha ! what means this, Child ? | [Seeing the Cup. 
APHENDIN A. | 
O! my Father, pardon, 
ASHAD. 

I fear thou'ſt raſhly ſwerv'd from Virtue's Path 
Art quitting, without Leave, the Poſt allotted thee 
By Heaven Think on thy Ofman, Aphendina ! 


e perſever'd, nor dar'd, with impious Hand, 


Abridge his Life; but gloriouſly fell, 
O'erborne by Multitude——Be not outdone, 

** Child, in Virtue; live, revenge his Cauſe. 

IE NN 

My Father! every Nerve's unſtrung. 
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E LIS AN A. 
Madam, be comforted. 
48 HAD. 
Deſpair not, Aphendina, Am rath's good; 
His Boſom glows with ev'ry Royal Virtue, 
Worthy of Achmet's Son, and Oſnan's Brother. 
hy Oſnan's Death will amply be reveng'd. 
.APHENDIN A. 
Great Mahomet ! inſpire the glorious Cauſe- 
O! might live but Fate forbids the Wiſh; 
Forgive me, Heay'n ! if raſhly——O! my Father. 
[ Fainting, the Mufti ſupports her. 
ASH A D. 
Help, Eliſana ! fly for inſtant Succour ! 
| APHENDIN A. 
It is too late—-a Damp has chill'd my Heart, 
And tells me that I ſoon ſhall meet — my Oſman. 
[Enter Servant with the Packet-Book; A phendina 
ſees it and ſhrieks. 
ASH AD. 
My Child! my Aphendina ! why that Shriek ? 
8 APHENDINAGA 
It was—my Oſman's—O !---I can---no more. [ Dies. 


ff AS HAD. 


Her Woes have reach'd the Heart of Apbendina; 
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AS HA. 
Art thou then gone, my ever deareſt Child ! 


Les, thou art at Repoſe Would I were ſo 


If this be Death, who would not court their Fir. 
| Enter Amurath and Attendants. 
AMU RAT N. 
Moſt rev'rend Aſad ! ſee thy Prince I come 
Not to diſplay the Pomp of ſov'reign Majeſty, 
Dreſs'd in the Frowns of Ottoman Severity; 
But to join Plaints for Loſs of noble Ofman, 
And ſooth the gentle Aphendina's Grief. 
AS HAD. 
Your Goodneſs, Sir, demands my humbleſt Thanks: 
My Child, my Aphendina ! is at reſt; | 
Her Cares are all compos'd ; a downy Slumber 
Has overtaken her Senſes, and ſhe's happy. 
AMV ACTS 
It joys me much, good Aſhad ; may her Griefs 
Soon loſe their Poignancy, grow more ſupportable ; 
Nor ſhall my Aid be wanting. 


ASHA D. 
Ol! my Prince, 


The 
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The icy Hand of Death has clos'd her Eyes: | 
Alas! ſhe ſleeps, Sir, never more to wake. 
| AMURAT A. 
What means my Aud 
48 HAD. 


Aphendina's gone 
To Bliſs- eta —— er to Part again. 


[Amurath goes to view her. 
4 MURAT H. 
'O! Aphendina-—lovely, virtuous Bride! 
How are the Roſes faded on thy Cheeks ! 
Yet, thou art lovely e en in Death; the Smile 
Triumphant ſitting on thy Brow, denotes 
Thou'ſt met thy Oſman-——They are happy, Aſad, 
ASH A D. 
They are, my Prince. 
AMUR AT H. 
I need not teach you, Muftr, 
How to ſubmit to the Decrees of Heaven, 
AIS HAD. 
O! k 
AMURAT H. 
What does thy Emp'ror feel 
dhe has not fall'n unpitied by me, Mufti ; 
| 1 i Oſman, 
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Oſman, nor ſhe, like vulgar Duſt ſhall ſleep, 
Without a Tribute paid to their Remains : 


Each miſcreant Heart, that but defign'd their Fall, 


O'er them ſhall bleed, to purge its foul Diſloyalty : 
Hence let us humbly hope, nor dare t' arraign 
The Ways of Providence——Tho' by Permiſſion, 
The Generous, the Brave, th' Ignoble fall ; 
And like Events promiſcuous chance to All: 
Some happier Scene awaits, ſome future Heaven, 
To counterpoize, and ſet the Balance even. 


The End of the Fifth All. 
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Plication to Prince GEOR = ER 
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COMMERCE- 


HILE You, Great Sir, Britannia's riſing Hope, 
Great in Benevolence, ſuperior far | * 
To all the Trophies of the fanguine Field, 

Purſue each Plan, each generous Deſign, - 

To bleſs Mankind, and Happineſs diſpenſe ; | 

Thus ſings the Muſe Not dazzV'd with the Glare 

Of Glory, Pomp, or Acclamation loud; 

The Aim of vulgar Minds No ſlaviſh Bard 

Now makes his Court by Adulation vile, 

Or ſings a Language foreign to his Heart: 

Tranſcendent Merit prompts the willing Muſe, 

To blend thy Virtues with commercial Arts; 

Arts which ſhe loves -Arts which ſhe boaſts are thine. - 
Hail, Commerce ! fruitful hail ! exhauſtleſs Source 

Of all that's great, magnificent, or good; 


* This Piece had the Honour of the Approbation of his 
late Royal Highneſs, and attended with this fingular Circum- 
ſtance, that his Highneſs died on the Day the Author was to 

have been introduced to him; | N or 
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Of all that Voyager romantic tells 

Of India's Wealth or Virtuoſo dreams 

Of philoſophic Stone oſt vainly ſearch'd 

In chymic Proceſs, when the heated Brain 

Of Alchymiſt boils o'er, and fore him riſe 

Mountains of Gold---bleſt viſionary Shades 

O Commerce! thine's the Subſtance, thine the Art 

To make the Treaſure of each World thy own: 

Great Emblem of the Sun ! whoſe genial Rays 

And Pow'rs prolific glad with rip'ning Stores 

Redundant Nature——Thou too deal'ſt around 

Beneficence complete, and all the World 

Looks gay---Thy Sons with ruddy Vigour glow, 

And Jollity betokens thou art there. 

Albion ! to Her thou ow'ſt thy preſent F ame, 

Thy ſtately Buildings, and thy Villas grand, 

Thy peopled Cities, and thy numerous Towns, 

Which riſe promiſcuous, pleaſing to the Sight, 

Thick as the Shocks of Corn on Field new reap'd; 

To Her th' unrivall'd Empire of the Main, 

Whoſe lordly Waves with glad Submiſſion crouch, 

And lay their Treaſures proſtrate at thy F cet. 

See! the gay Fleet to various Ports conſign d. 

Various their Freight rich Induſtry at Helm 

Smiles on the jovial Crew, joyous they hold 
The ſwelling Canvas to th' impelling Wind, 

Traverſe each Pole, and diſtant Worlds explore; 
Nor Torrid Zone, nor Frigid, check Weir Courſe. 
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Dauntleſs they brave the wide Biſcayan Bay, 
Well known to Mariners for boiſt'rous Wave, 
And ſwell of Surges vaſt---an horrid Vale! 
The liquid Mountains rear their tow'ring Heads, 
And bellow Anarchy in hideous Roar, 
Swoln with Diſdain, and proud contemptuous Scorn 
Of Boundary firm ſet, they foam with Rage, | 
And threat the affrighten'd Land with bold Uſurp: : . 
Leſs fatal yet thoſe Seas, than what confuſe 
The rocky Coaſts of rough Hibernia's Shore; 
Oft ſeen in vain---oft has the greedy Eye L 
Of Mariner devour'd thy Hill, O Horb! * | 
Ah! never ſhall he wn thy friendly Shore, 
Ah! never tread thy hoſpitable TN: 
See! every Plank BIN — Tremor feels, 
In cruel Conflict with th' inſulting Foe, | 
Till bulg'd, alas! there ends the dreadful Strife. 

Some the Atlantic plough, ſerener far, 
Tho' oft the loud tongu'd Waves contentious brawl, 
In Uproar wild--Onward _ ſteer their Courſe, 
To Afric's parched Clime, ole ſooty Sons, 
Thro' Rage of civil Broils-—hard Deſtiny! | 
Forc'd from their native Home to Weſtern Ind, 
In Slavery drag the galling Chain of Life: 
Or paſt the Streigbis, they coaſt the Tuſcan Shore 


* Hoth—a Hill well known at the Entrance of the Bar of . 
Dublin, | 
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To ſea-born Venice, or the proud Levant: 
Delicious Range! there variegated Scenes 
Strike the enchanted Mind with new Delight. 
e The German Ocean croſs'd, where Boreas rough, 
Bracing the Nerves with Strength, enures to Toil 
The Nations of the North; and left the Sound, 
Oer Baltic Seas, we viſit Ruſſia s Sons; 
A rude, uncultivated, rugged Race, 
Till ſmooth'd by Commerce, rear*d by Peter's CITY 
Great Peter | who forſook th Imperial Throne 
To teach his People Arts unknown before. 
Commerce {---what is't to brave the World in Arms ? 
Like as did Alexander, Czfar, Charles, 
Mi ghty Deſtroyers | Ravagers at large! 
Once heav'n-cammitſſion'd Scourges of Mankind! 
*Gainſt Thee in Truth's eternal Balance weigh'd, 
Ho does the Scale fly up, and kick the Beam 
How light to Thee! who taught the ſocial Arts, 

And made Man tractable and kind to Man: 
All hail ! Thou foremoſt in the Work, great Czar / 
Unequall'd Man! who tam'd the favage Mind, 
Chipt off th' incruſted Diamond's rougher Coat, 
New ſet its native Luſtre full to View; . 
Who bad by Commerce Peterſburgh ariſe, 
Great Miſtreſs of the North, whoſe brilliant Court 
Rivals in Splendour Galka's proud Verſailles. 


But whither would the Maſe tranſport me?—-far 


O'er endleſs Tracks of congregated Snow=-==  *© 
F . n Adieu! 


— 
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Adieu! O! frozen Worlds our native Clime 
Accords my Sight. What ſea-bleach'd Cliffs are thoſe? 
White as the Sheep new ſhorn They're Dover thine; 
Tow'ring they riſe majeſtic---Semblance fit 2.) 
Of thy ſuperior Sway, and Height of Rule 
What do I ſee !---what thoſe aſpiring Domes! 
Hail! fair + Augu/ia, Miſtreſs of the World! 
Thy Fav'rite, Commerce, here has fix d her Throne, 
Here holds her Reign ſupreme---long may She Reign! 
Triumphantly, as erſt when Englands Queen, 
Elizabeth ! renown'd for Arts and Arms, 
Britannia ſway d both loving and belov'd--- 
A more than Match for thy Armada, Spain! 
Twas She receiv'd thee, Commerce, when bid fly 
The Netherlands by D' Alva's Tyranny, 
When vanquiſh'd Liberty on haughty Philip 
Her Cauſe reveng'd, and quitting Belgia's Shore, 
Brought with her here the welcome Golden Fleece ; 
A Mine of Wealth ſurpaſſing thine, Peru! 
Effect moſt juſt of Perſecution dire! 

Thus may Oppreſſion, Cruelty, and Luſt 
Of Pow'r, (Fs couch'd'in pious Terms 
Of Inquifition Holy! — Ads of Faith! ! 
Thus ever may they thrive Good God | that e er 


* *Tis ſuppoſed to be called Alion, ab Apis Rupibus. 
+ Auguſta— London ſo called. ee 
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And Albion! thence thy Name *---How from the Beach 
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Thy Creature rational ſhould ſteel his Breaſt 
'Gainſt Nature's Voice thy Image thus invert ! 


Is there a Crime on Earth, which calls aloud 

For Wrath uncommon, and ſevereſt Ire? 

Tho' tardy Vengeance F. ſeems to ſleep, 

Sure it is Cruelty (true Fiend of Hell!) 

When awful cloath'd in mild Religion's Dreſs, 
Feaſting on Blood in horrid Maſſacre: 

Tremble at this, ye Tyrants of the Earth ! 

Who thus inſult your God---monſtrous. to Thought 

Quick! let us quit th' unhallow'd gloomy Scene. 


| Lo! Greſham's noble Structure, Dome auguſt ! 
| Reſort of Merchants! venerable Mart 
| Where various Nations of the peopl'd Earth 

The Buſineſs drive of the commercial Globe: 

Here the furr'd Ruffan, and the turban'd Tur, 

The trowſer'd Dutchman, and the buſkin'd Swede ; 

The plain, rough German, and the Talian oft ; 

The flow, grave Spaniard, and the Frenchman gay; 

A World in Miniature] moſt pleaſing Sight! 
Nothing articulate thro' the buzzing Crowd 
Babel of Melody | harmonivus Diſcord ! - 

Sweeter than Airs by Handel's Genius ſung. 


What glowing Tranſport fills his raptur'd Breaſt, 
Who can ſurvey this little #or/d-around, 


With friendly Eye, and univerſal Love? 
Whoſe open Face the Image of his Heart, 


Stranger 
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hoes to dark and finiſter Deſigns, 


Can ſmile on all benevolently good, 

And in each Man can read his Brother there ; 

Such is the Merchant, who with gen'rous Views 

Nobly anticipates the Want of Thouſands, 

Extending Commerce but the' more to bleſs : 

Great Son of Liberty, rich Queen of Arts! 
Fair LIBEERTVI the Venus of this Ile! 

Where painful Induſtry, when cheer'd by Thee, 

Strains ev'ry Nerve, nor deems the Toil N 

Abſent thy Daughter Commerce ſoon would droop, 

And happieſt Lands become a dreary Waſte. — 

O Taly! delightful, beauteous Spot! 

Couldſt thou but boaſt her gentle 3 Reign, 

How bleſt were Thou 

Nature with laviſh Hand exuberant, 

"On thee has pour'd her Sweets, profuſely kind 

The Tiber, . Arno, Silver Streams 

Glide gently thro' t' enrich the fertile Glebe; 

Fertile, alas! in vain, while Papal Pow'r 

And flaviſh Bigotry depreſs the Mind; 

While lordly Sway, 9. arbitrary Rule, | 

Eat up the Labour of the hungry Hind, , 

Toiling in vain---well may'ſt thou mourn thy Lands 

Uncultivated, and thy Fields forlorn: 

In all this Happineſs unbleſt---So Spain, 

Curſt with the Treaſures of the Indian World, 

Supine and ſlothful, thro' affected Pride, 


—_ 
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Boaſting Gentility, neglected Trade, 
And all at length was ſplendid Poverty. 

Such was Tberia, when Cervantes roſe 
To ridicule the Foible of his Age : 
But not the Fetters of falſe Pride diſdain'd, 
They rouſe to Arts, and Manufactures raiſe--- 
Fetters! which long oppreſs'd thee, France ! while Luſt 
Of Monarchy brought low thy Grand Monarque 
Richlieu by Politics made thy Name rever'd, 
Mighty in Arms, and dreaded thro” the World ; 
But Fleur wry 'twas, great Miniſter, and good! _ 

d Thee, . naw ſunk by wily Schemes; 

By Commerce rais'd Thee to an envied Height: 
Thy Sons ſoon caught the F lame, and now their Ships, 
Extending wide their Traffick o'er the Deep, 


Bid fair to conquer the European World. 


Britain! the World's in Arms more dreadful Arms, 
Than hoſtile Sword, or the loud Cannon's Roar; 5 
Paciſic Arms ! RPE cs levelPd at thy Trade, 
Thy Baſis ſhake--'tis Time to take th' Alarm, 

By Induſtry ſuperior to ariſe; - 
By honeſt Councils, and true Patriot Zeal, 
To cheriſh Commerce, and extend her Sway. 

Commerce! moſt ſov'reign Power! Batavia tell 
How She of old retriv'd thy State diſtreſt ; 

Strong, inconteſted Proof that She can 171 | 
The loweſt States *bove Kingdoms of the Earth: 
Well is it known how thy Petition ran 
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Addreſs'd to great Eliza, Al 8 Queen ; 
Eliza heard 
Britons! {till view Her with a friendly Eye, 
But dread 1 by her artful Hand: 
Remember oft your Mother's drooping Years 
Demand no leſs your pious Cnp-the mourns 
Her Northern Coaſts, environ'd all around 
When alien * Buffs, and a ſpurious Brood: 
What Means this Indolence? this Lethargy ? 
Thus to neglect the Treaſure of the Seas 

If aught avails the Muſe's humble Pray'r, 
Greatly ſolicitous for her Country's Good 
Hear me, propitious Heav'n! Britannia guard, 
Direct her Councils, and extend her Trade; 
Save her alike from miniſterial Pow'r, 
And Patriotiſm falſe give to her Nobles 
Zeal to aſſert her Rights---her Sons inſpire 
With Love of Induſtry and nervous Toll ; 
Aſſſiſt her fav'rite Infant at its Birth, 
The Britiſh Fiſhery---oh | rear it up 
With Hand benign, bring it to Growth mathe, 
So in return ſhall Thouſands bleſs thy Name. 

Lo! Britain's Genius riſing to her Aid, 


FREDERICK vouchſafes to lead the glorious + Van 5 


Of brave Advent rers in the grand Attempt : 


*  Buſſes—Veſſels uſed in the Bare Fiſhery: 
I ElcQed Governor of the Britiſh Fiſhery. - 
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Patron of Arts | You ever foremoſt ſtand, 
In each Deſign to benefit Mankind ; | 
Teach us, great Prince ! to prize commercial Arts, 
Teach us Benevolence, ſo ſhall we be bleſt, 
So learn wherein true Happineſs conſiſts. 
For what is Happineſs? tis not to wear 
The ermin'd Robe, the Mitre, or the Crown; 
All theſe have many wore, alaſs! how wretched ! 
It is Benevolence Offspring of Heav'n ! 
With this compar'd all Qualities are Droſs, 
Mere tinkling Cymbols, and an empty Sound. 
It is the Quality, zllaſtrious Sir! 
The Character you ſo eminently fill : 
How ſhall I paint the Condeſcenfion great? 
When Princely Dignity vouchſaf'd to ſtoop 
The callous Palm of Artiſan to greet ; 
When thro' your * Weſtern Tour, with lib'ral Hand, 
In Pleaſure's Cup, Humanity You mixt, 
And ſerv'd it round---All was tumultuous Joy 
When bleſt + Corinium hail'd You as You paſt. 
London! how great thy Triumph ! truly great, 
(More than when Charles his pompous Entry made, 
By Monk attended thro' the crowded Streets--) 
When on that gladſome Morn thy Fautor FRED ERICX 


* Alluding to the Prince's Journey in the Summer 1750. 
F Corinium—Cirenceſter in Glouceſter ſhire, 
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Late deign'd to viſit thy & remoteſt Parts; 

To raiſe the poor Mechanic's drooping Heart 

By free Acceſs and Princely Converſe mixt 

With friendly Talk of Looms and Warps and Woofs, 

Arts worthy of a Prince, the Friend of Trade! 

Nor leſs, AuGusTA, did thy Preſence charm |! : 
Hail! gen'rous FREDERICK and AvcGusTA mild! 

In whom the ſocial Virtues all unite, 

To deal out Bleſſings to the human Race; 

Long may ye live t inſtruct your eldeſt Hope, 

To add new Glories to the Brunſwick Line. 


Alluding to the Prince and Princeſs going to Spitalfields. 
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DISTRESS 
: 
POETICAL ESSAY. 


* 


To the RicuT HONOURABLE 


ZOHN Earl of Radnor. 


Per varios caſus per tot diſcrimina rerum 
| Tendimu — Vis. 


T 2 


HIS Eſay was wrote ſoon after the 
late Earthquake happened, as alluded to, 
Page 2. It has gone through ſeveral Editions. 
The Author imputes no Merit to the Per for- 
mance as a Poem; perhaps its being wrote ad 
Hominem, is its greateſt ; few or none being 
ſo happy, as to be totally exempt from the Evils 
of Life ; the Deſign of the Author being #0 
recommend to the Great, Beneficence——and to 


the Unhappy, the pearing the Illi of Life with 
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In winding Progreſs, ſoftly glides along; 
So ſoftly glides, he lingering ſeems to ſtay, 

Full fond his favourite Tww:ckenham to embrace; 
Beneath the Shade, imbower'd as I lay, 

The awful Gloom inſpir'd the ſolemn Song, 
DisTREss the Theme, and Rapnor deigns to hear. 
Aid me, Melpomene] thou penſive Maid, 

But not of plunder'd Provinces to fingz; 

Nor the dread Horrors of the imbattled Plain, 

When fierce Bellona pours her Thunders round, 

And all is Ruin Deſolation all 

Nor the tremendous Horrors of Diſtreſs, 

That roar in Tem peſt, and Confuſion dire, 
Extending wide o'er all the troubled Deep ; 

Nor that Diſtreſs ſo late conſpicuous ſeen, - | 

In the pale Face of thoſe who greatly fear'd | 
The Earth's Concuſſion, nor would truſt their God; 


HERE Weener profuſe, and laviſh of his Charms, 
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But vainly thought the Purpoſe of his Will, 
* Tervade by daſtard-Flight--- ah! how in vain 
Omnipotence to fly ?---not theſe the Cauſe ; 
It is domeſtic Woe that now compells, 
The ſympathetic Muſe to paint the Ravage 
Private Diſtreſs makes on the Sons of Men; 
That fell Diſtreſs which robb'd me of my Friend, 
The gay, the good, benevolent ALpmonso, 
Who from the ſplendent Height of Affluence fell, 
To Penury's drear Abyſs---ſtupendious Shock! 
Dread Separation! ſo th' afflicted Soul, 
Struggling to quit the cumberous Load of F leſh, 
Would wing its Paſſage to the Realms of Light. 
\ The well-fill'd Table now no more attracts * 
The jocund Eye, nor ſmiling Plenty now _ 
O'er the rich Feaſt preſides ; but meagre Want, 
| With harpy Talon, drives her from the Board: 
Nor does the joyous Bowl now ſparkling glow, 
Fluſh'd with rich Juice of Grape neQareous, 
But pale, depriv'd of all the roſy Hue, 
| Its Loſs bevails in Tears of Iimpid Streams; 
| Nor Song, nor Dance, nor Muſic's ſoothing Voice, 
Is heard---alas ! They fly the windflaw'd Roof, 
And leave poor Melancholy.here alone; 
For here ſhe dwells, here counts the ſnailpac 'd Hours, 


* Alluding to the late Earthquake, when many retired 
hatin the City. 
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Whoſe drauling Courſe protract a wearied Life 
With Head reclin'd upon her ſhrivell'd Hand, 
But ill ſupported by her beating Knee, 
She ſits biting her Nails---her beamleſs Eye 
Sans Motion fixt, or on the Ground, or Wall, 
Or lonely Hearth---where her ſick Fancy broods, 
O'er Fears immenſe, and ſees all Hell ariſe. 
Theſe Ills preponderate, and o'erpoiſe the Man, 
Yet rich Content would bring the Balance ev'n. 
But then to loſe the Quinteſſence of Life, 
Shut out from Commerce of the ſocial Kind, 
Where ſprightly Wit, and Elegance of Manners, 
Raiſe high the Fancy, and refine the Soul ; 
(For ſure he's more than Man, or ſomewhat leſs, 
Who takes no Pleaſure in Soci 
Or driven to Solitude, or forc'd to bear 
The noiſy Jargon of Plebeian Tongues, 
Converſe indelicate ! avert it Heay'n |! 
Ah! who can tell the agonizing Pain, 
Which pierceth to the Heart when in our Walk 
Fortuitous, we meet a former-Friend ; 
Conſcious of Poverty, the down-caſt Eye 
Would fain the Meeting "ſhun ; ---- but not ſo oft 
As inſolent Contempt avoids our Path, 
Fleering with Eye aſkance---ah ! dire Reverſe ; 
It was not thus, when happier Fortunes ſmil'd, 
And circling Friends re-eccho'd our Applaule ; | 
When the glad Welcome hail'd the obſequious Gueſt, 
And the full Goblet crown'd the genial Day. Oh! 


me. e 


Oh! 'tis a Taſk requires his utmoſt Art, 


To ſtem the Torrent of Adverſi 


To work the Veſſel thro' a Sea * Woes, 

And bravely head her againſt proud Diſdain. 
This muſt be done-—nay more---he muſt ſubmit 

His every Action to be canvaſs'd o'er, 

The Ridicule of every low Buffoon : 

What tho? his Eloquence ſhould far exceed 

The Ciceronian Stile, ſhould Judgment ſound, 

Perſuaſion clear on every Accent hang, 

Yet he's not heard, but paſs'd unheeded by, 

And every Fool can comment on his Words : 

What boots it him? that kindly Nature gave, 

W hat Science has improv'd, a Soul full-fraught 

With nobleſt Purpoſes, and grand Deſigns ; 


Yet is he ſtill depreſs'd—his Views confin'd, 


Each riſing Act by Diſappointment cramp'd 
While keen Reflection preys upon the Senſe, 
Yet laudable Ambition prompts him on ; 
But ah! in vain his tow'ring Thoughts repuls'd, 
A thouſand Schemes diſtract his tortur'd Brain, 
A thouſand Paſſions agitate the Soul, 
And all the Man is Chaos and Miſrule. | 
See! black Deſpondence, with her gloomy Train 
Of griſly Horrors hovers o'er the Soul, : 


Diſtraction, Frenzy, ſeizing the ſick Heart, 


Coorg her over to the Fiend Deſpair, 


Which often ends in Dereliction dire, 
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And ſad Diſtruſt of Providential Care 
Prompting to Suicide inevitable | 
Had not thy Goodneſs, O ! all-wiſe Creator ! 
Hedg'd in our Being, and fo fenc'd it round, 
With Love of Life, Self-Preſervation ſtrong, 
We dare not leap the Boundaries preſcrib'd; 
Elſe would weak Man, oppreſs'd = 

Of Life more oft; for who can tell the Pangs 
Of baſhful Merit ſtruggling with Diſtreſs ; 
Whoſe Education generous as his Mind, 

Can't brook Servility, or ſtoop to asg 

Mean Pittance from the Hand of Charity: 
Not ſo the Beggar, who without a Bluſh, 
With clamorous Bawl can roar his Wants aloud, 
Which not reliev'd he tauntingly returns, 


In muttering Curſes on the unbounteous Hand; 


Theſe, happy in the ſordid Dregs of Life, 


But little know what real Anguiſh means. 


Ye lordly Worldlings, who now rowl at Eaſe 
To City Feaſt, or Midnight Maſquerade, 
How dare ye let the Worthy be depreſs d, 
And thus confeſs the — — of Wealth? 
Cannot ye read this Picture of Diſtreſs? 
Muſt it be heighten'd ; Maſt the Look confus'd 
And the Grief clouded Eye ſtill ſpeak in vain? 
Not fo | 
Each Hint, each Intimation, that their Breaſt, 
Or ſocial Talk ſuggeſts both 17 prevent, 


1 


Woes, ruſh out 


the truly Great —who glad improve 
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And to aſſiſt Diſtreſs to whom kind Heaven 
Hath given the Will, largely to diſpenſe, | 
As largely they poſſeſs, whoſe Eye extends 

Even beyond the Circle of Acquaintance, 

Joy'd to find Merit in its lone Retreat, 

To deal Benevolence diffuſive round, 

Unbounded Imitators of their God ! 

How great to grapple with Adverſity, 

To wreſt the Sceptre from her Iron Hand, 

And daſh in Pieces her imbitter d Cup! 

Thou Hydra-headed Monſter ! arduous Taſk ! 
More than Hercultan Labour it requires 

To cope with ſuch a Foe ; —— how few enjoy. 

Fit Proweſs to engage in equal Fight! 

But he whoſe ſtubborn Virtue baffles her, 

Without the Aid of mean, or ſervile Arts; 

Nor has Recourſe to Violence, or Fraud; 

And ſcorns to ſeek Relief fallacious, 

From the n purple Draught, 

A far more glorious Victory has gain'd, 

Than Philip's Son or Ceſar eber Sold boaſt. 

BuT'gainſt this Foe what Arms ſhall we take up? 

Shall we in cloſe: Attrenchment wait the Aſſaultk? 
Or greatly dare her to the open Field? 

Shall we with Horace ridicule her Power, 

Deride her Force, and laugh her into Shame ? 

Well might he laugh, when great Auguſtus ſmil'd, 
And the World's Maſter own'd him for his * 


* 
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Warm in the Beams of the Auguſtan Court, 
Th' icy Pangs of Poverty ne'er reach d him; 


It was Mæcenas generous and benign, 


Who animated all, and gave new Life, 
Elſe had his Wit in languid Numbers flow'd, 
And his unmeaning Satire known no Sting. 
Shall we with Seneca, in formal, grave, 
Collected Maxims of the pedant Schools, 
Summon our boaſted Reaſon to our Aid, 
And open War declare? but let us ſcorn 
To take the leaſt Advantage of the Foe 
No 
Let us engage her then on equal Terms ; 
Not when we are immers'd in Wealth immenſe, 
Sufficient Price for mighty Provinces. 
Away, ye Babblers of the Stoic Race; 
Wiſe, ſolemn Fools! Nature is Nature ſtill, 
Whate'er your vaunted Apathy and Pride, 
Rank Pride and Vanity of Heart, would boaſt, 
Oft prov'd too weak——recoils upon itſelf, 
And gives our Nature the opprobrious Lie. 
Great Julius taſted oft deſponding Fear, 
And wavering doubted ev'n to truſt his Gods 
Brutus, in whom the Elements were mix'd 
So nice, that to be great and good were one, 
Could not ſurvive Philippi's fatal Shock ; 
Ev'n Cato's rigid Virtue bow'd a Proof 
That mere Philoſophy's no equal Match: 
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when ſhe preſſzth ſore, with heavieſt Woes, 


Par- 
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Pardon, great Shades ! your Virtues I revere, 
But ye were Men, and Men cannot but feel. 


Oh! let not thoſe, whoſe Cup's but lightly daſh'd 


Who never yet drank deep of dire Diſtreſs, - 

Define the Bitter of the nauſeous Draught 

Let not the Hale, who never felt Diſeaſe, 

Mock at the Sick—too happy far, Health bleſt, 

To judge aright, and draw Concluſions juſt, 
Neceſlity, like Death, who levels all, 

Would ſhare the Empire with our mortal Foe, 

Adding new Conqueſts to his grim Colleague ; 

Still gaily glutting his voracious: Maw, 

Too oft the Greateſt and the Beſt his Prey : 

Sad Truth ! enough to terrify the Soul, 

And make her curſe the Privilege of Thought. 
No more Adieu ! ye ſolitary Shades, 

_ Engendering Phantoms buzzing all around, 

'Thick as a Cloud of Gnats on Summer Eve ; 

Let ſprightlier Scenes divert the gloomy Thought, 

and brighten Fancy with the gay Delight : 
Hail! RapnoR's ever-grateful % Retreat, 

Where Art and Nature mutually combine, 

(Filling the Mind with pleaſing Reſveries) 

. To baniſh Grief, and anxious Care beguile : © 

Whilſt Poetry's gay Siſter here enrob'd, 

With various Colours of the roſy Morn, 

In Draughts diverſify'd, ſuſpends the Mind, 

Sweetly perplex'd in Approbation See 


The embattled Heroes live along the Wall, 

Wake the Attention, and provoke the Soul 

To Deeds of hardy Valour, worthy Fame; 

There the droll Piece in groteſque Figure, plays 

Upon the Senſe, excites the ſmerking Lace, 

While moodie Melancholy ſteals away ; 

Here the cool Grott, and there the cooler Stream, 

Whoſe gentle Current flows clear, deep, ſerene, 

Emblem of RADNOR's philoſophic Mind — | 
Enough, my Muſe, nor too adventurous ſoar— 

RapNnok! tis thine to pleaſe, or to inſtruct, 

To form the Manners, or to. mend the Heart. 
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ru Author begs Leave to premiſe, that, 
in this Eſſay he has retained ſome few 

of the old Words of Spenſer, and adopted the 
Simplicity of the Ni&tion in the ludicrous Caſt, 
at the End of moſt of the Stanzas, to give it 
ſomewhat the exterior Air of that great Origi- 


nal, however far {hort he may haue fell of the 
Spirit, 46s x66 © | 
& order to make it more intelligible, at the 
Foot of each Page, is_given an Explanation of 
the obſolete Words, as they occur.—-As to the 
modern Terms of the Ladies Dreſs, &c. (which 
perhaps may be thought by ſome, to require as 
much Explanation as the obſolete Ones). he pre- 
ſumes as they are pretty well known among 
the Ladies and Beau Monde, he may be ex- 
cuſed a Diſcuſlion.-— Upon the hole, he hopes 
that the novel Manner of thus treating theſe 
Subjects, will in ſome Meaſure atone for its 


CS. 


many Imperfections.. 
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That Empire, Glory, 


AN Solomon, the chief of mortal 
Affirms, that all Vexation is and 
Wealth, Love's ſoft Delights, 


. | 


Are but as Shadows flitting o'er the Plain: 
Vanity of Vanities; all is vain. 


And, I certes,” he is right; without his Meed, 
How yain am I, t attempt, in this poor Strain, 


To tell you all, that Death does Life ſucceed, 


8 Perdie, you jeering ſay, this is great News indeed. 


* Dan, a Term oſten prefixed by old Writers. 
1 Certes, certainly. 


+ Wights, Men. 
S Perdie, an old Affirmation. 
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H. 
Well, I muſt on—and you may laugh the while, 
Nay take your Fill, for there is Reaſon great; 
You may not long to laugh, to droll, to ſmile, 
To troll the Tongue, to vapour, gybe, and prate; 
For ſoon you too muſt bow t' impartial Fate: 
Ha ! who is he that traverſes yon Plains, 


In burniſh'd Armour clad, and gorgeous State ? 
Scarcely his Hand his foaming Palfrey reins, 


The 


Who Py the Ground, and dauntleſs, Fear diſdains 


* 0 1 


— III. —— — RY = . * —_— 


A Man of Arms, I think his Coat of Mail 


And all commanding Look denote the ſame ; 

How wide he gapes! expands his Cheſt t inhale! 
Large Draughts of airy Beings known by Name 
Of Glory, Honour, and romantic Fame; 
What means that direful Din, that glitt'ring & Glaive, 
Alas! he bleeds, he falls—no more the fame—— 
His lower'd Creſt can now but aſk a Grave; 


Alack l the — broke —tis all poor F ame can have. 


* 


* Glaive, Sword. + Loſel, idle, looſe. $ Ne, nor. 


IV. 


But here a goodlier Sight my Fancy greets, 

Of joyous noiſy Wights---a + loſel Race 
Of apron'd Gentry crouding thro” the Streets 
Ne Hat, ne Wig have they; with lengthen'd Face 


They 


- 


_— 7 3.5.3 7 on” 


They gape, they ſtare, and thro' the Dirt they trace. 
The Oar-lath'd Thames indignant ſeems to bear 
Gilt Barges, Boats, with Muſie's droll Grimace ; 
Gay Streamers waving thro' the foggy Air, 
While pigmy en bawl, here cometh My Maga 


V. 


He comes! he comes! I hear the Rabble Peals: 
Huzza; Sir in a Coach all Gold; 
See! how the Mob cling round, and clog i its Wheels, 
Noſing the Magiſtrate, petulantly bold ; 
At this, my Friends, can ye 8 Laughter hold? 

Bluff, purſy Aldermen, in furred Gown, 
With Cits and Dames full more than can be told, 
In the Proceſſion roll with half the Town, 

Eke Judges, Serjeants, Knights, all Wights of high Renown. 


VI. 


Well, on they paſs, and reach the * cumbrous Houſe : 
They feaſt, they dance, and all is ſplendid Glee; 
They cram down Fevers, and, in full Carouſe, 
They ſwill up Gouts aud Rheums, and Hydropſy: 
In ſooth, why not?---the Toaſt is Liberty 

And while they quaff, and carol London's F ame, 
The recent Lord vaunts none fo great as he; 

But Death he lounged there in queſt of Game; 

And dar d, with ſaucy Front, diſpute his Lordſhip' 8 Claim. 


Man ſion-Honſe. | | 
n Y VII. l 


1 156 De MIRROR. 


VII. 
He next attack d an auncient Knight well known, 
* Y'clep'd Sir Thrifty Gripe, of + mochel Wealth; 
With Cent der Cent be prey'd on alt the Town; 
A Spittle ratios ah ike heap'd up Pelf, 
A Caitiff vile, who een would rob himſelf. 
„What, ho! Sir Thrift! a Word, Sir, in your Ear.“ 
The Knight him ſpy'd——but, like a cunning Elf, 
Soon ſhufff'd off Ho!” louder then, and near 
*« Your Pardon, good Sir Death! I'mwondrous hard to hear. 
VIII. 
I'm ſorry for't, Sir Knight a Word or twain; 
God ſhield me Sir! I have not Time to talk; 
_ « Beſides, my Breath's ſoſhort---hem---O the Pain!” 
Come then, Sir Knight, we'll take a little Walk; 
At this he crouch'd as Bird before a Hawk. 
„ Walk, Sir! I walk ! I ſcarce can crawl my Way” 
c You, 6 rate ! dare you my Fancy baulk!” 
The Knight full loth to go, here gan the Fray, 
Death ſeiz” d him by the Nape, and huddl d him away. 


3 
At his Return Sir Epicure he ken'd, | 5 
Of mighty Paunch, Moon. Face, and brawny Jole; 
For Elbow Room he choſe the Table's End 
His Napkin tuck'd around his Eyes did roll ; | 


* 7 clep'd, named, + Mochel, much. f Caitiſ a poor 
mean Wretch. + 
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He ſpar'd not in his Rage---ne Fiſh-—ne Fo WI 
He puff d, he blow'd, he ſwill'd---lethargic grew 
No Parle, quo Death, with this ſame Carm rant foul, 
So ſet on him his Apoplexy Crew, 
Who knock'd him down at once * withouten more ado. 


3 

A beauteous Dame, with tott'ring Step, and flow, 

(Alack! the little Heels won't let her haſte) 

Her Neck and Shoulders bare, and white as Snow, 

Came giggling on, (the Taſte polite) her Waiſt, 

If ſo might be, with ſpangled Taſſels grac'd ; 

Her Sattin Negligee was flounc'd and crimpt, 

With many a Yard of Blond her Gauze was lac'd, 

Her Apron, Stomacher, and all was pink'd, + vi 
And the twin Ruffles round were Þ ſheen with Silver Gimp. . - 


5 | 
To plait, to twiſt, to ſleck the auburn Hair, 
Much Time and Pains, methinks, ſhe had beſtow'd; 
Ne pond'rous Hat this Lady deign'd to wear, 
Altho' full pleas'd with purchas'd Locks the I yode, 
$ A Feltlock Twiſt behind, much heavier Load: 


* Withouten, without; frequent in Spencer, to lengthen his 
Words with y and en, as y*clep*d, y'clad, withouten, Sc. 
+ Sheen, ſhining, bright, f ode, went. 5 Feltlock, 
alluding to the Plica Palonicg. 


She 
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She leer'd with Scorn, and turn'd her Eyes aſkew, 
On Petitlaires, Pompons ; then inward glow'd 
With Pride indignant at the fripp'ry Crew 
While all around, in Groupes, the Beaux NO drew. 


XII. 


She whiſper'd, glanc'd, proteſted, titter'd, vow'd; 
She gam'd, ſhe ogl'd, liſp'd---<< the Creature! Thing! 
« * Very! * emphatic Word! then, laugh'd aloud— 
And buoyant borne on Vanity's broad Wing, 
Preſumed herſelf fit Match for any King; 
Quo” Death, © if ſo why then, moe fit for me 
For I am ſuch, no leſs—of Terrors King! 
« So Wights me call. With that he ſeiz'd his Prey, 
And with fell livid Spots he ſcarr'd her beauteous Clay. 


XIII. 


Among the Crowd that rounded this fair Dame, 

A Wight there was, if Wight he be call d, 

Of Aſpect pale, ſmall Shank, and lithe his Fame; 
At Beauty's Frown his Heart was ne cer * T appall'd; 
His own dear ſelf this mimick Wight enthrall'd. 


* very I a Word much in Vogue a little while ago among 
the Beau Monde, who have of late, greatly improv'd our 


Language with the above, and many other Words equally as 
important, 


＋ Lithe, Slender. 
t AppalPd, diſmay'd, or ſtrongly affected. 
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A ſhort cut Coat adorn'd this pretty Thing, 
A friz'd Peruke conceal'd what elſe was bald; 
His Hand ſo white diſplay'd the Cluſter Ring, 


| Which ever and anon t' is Noſe did Straſbourg bring 


This perfum'd Beau a tiny Beaver wore, 
With Silver Cord engirt; on either Side, 
Hung dangling Taſſels down of Tinſel Ore ; 

A Sword he trail'd which with the Spaniard vy'd, 
In Length, I mean, for he had ne'er it try'd: 
He hum'd, he loll'd, minc'd Oaths, folfa'd and danc'd; 
To ſhew his whiten'd Teeth he laughed wide; 
He tattl'd, prattl'd, the Diſcourſe enhanc'd, 


Squeez'd Miſs's lovely Hand, and vow'd he was entranc'd. 


XV. 
Death envious lour'd : Quo” he, © This prating Fool 
« Will n&er give o'er, his Tattle never ceaſe; 
* I een will ſtop his Mouth, a fribbling Tool! 
Who does ſuch * Noyance give to others Peace.” 
A Kerchief white then from his Neck did + leaſe, 
Which gave the Beau a Cold, when, fans reponſe, 
 Heſhrug'd, his Throat grew ſore, could hardly wheeze, 
I'll end” quo' Death, this ſelf-ſufficient Dunce3” 
So ram'd a Quinſey down, which throttl'd him at once. 


* Noyance, Diſturbance, Harm. 
+ Leaſe, ſteal. Z n 


XVI. 
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XVI. 
With ſtiffen d Gaite and ſupercilious Looſe, 
A rev'rend Clerk here deign'd awhile to ſtray ; 
| | At wanton Dames his Head he often ſhook, 
1 And fain would turn his Eyes another Way: 
[| But Prieſts, they are but Men, perhaps you'll fay : 
iN I'll grant you more; that many Clerks abound 
1 With ſolid Worth; but this ſame Clerk would pray, 
| | | And be not what he ſeem'd ; but all around 
Wou 


Id ſpread Invectives broad wherever they were found. 


XVII. 


With ready Hand would greet the wealthy Cit, 
And bow obſequious to the money'd Dame; 
But ſtrange would eye the Poor ——at Man of Wit, 
Perdie, would look aſquint; and lordly aim 
At Board Preheminence where'er he came; 
An Haunch of Veniſon he would never miſs, 
For ghoſtly Wights meet Food he held the ſame 
But more than Tythe of Fat, he'd take, IS wis; 
Here double Dues at leaſt he deem'd as Parſon, his. 


XVIII. 


At Pray'r indeed this Clerk was grave, profound, 
And when in Roftrum he was aptly rear'd, 
Looking Benevolence on all around, 
With upturn'd Eyes a pious Wight appear'd, 


$ Wis, underſtand, 


a 
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And Doctrines preach'd he ne believ'd, ne fear d; 
But G uch d beneath this ſeeming Sanctity, 

And pious Guiſe, Death found him out, and leer'd ; 
« O ho!” quo' he © ---a Cheat la Cheat -I ſpy . 
« Pride lurking here and Sloth”--fo off with him did hie. 

F „„ | 

Above the reſt Sir Politick the wile, 

In plain Attire y*clad, reclin'd at Eaſe, 

There putting on the Courtier's ſleek Diſguiſe, 

He large harangu'd of Trade, of War, of Peace; 
Was all to all——his Study how to pleaſe ; 

Each hung attentive on whate'er he ſpoke, 

And bow'd obſervant when his Tongue did ceaſe ; 
Each Deference paid where'er he deign'd a Look, 


And loud Acclaims enſu'd whene'er he dropt a Joke. 


XX. 
Yet this ſame Wight, with circumſpective Eye, 
Would note the Cits, their ev'ry Action ſcan, 
And as. he trac'd, he plainly could deſcry, 
In moſt, that Intereſt was their darling Plan, 
So dealt his Promiſe, as he found his Man : 
Oft at his Levee he would greet his Grace, 
© My Lord! you'r ſenſible L l do all I can” 
Would meet the Prelate with a ſmiling Face, 


But when his Back was turn'd, would laugh at the Grimace. 


Y XXI. 
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The Height of Power gain d, with Affluence bleſt, 
He plan'd new Gardens, and new Villas rais'd ; 
Said to his Soul, fecurely thou may'ſt reſt ; 
At this preſumptuous Wight Death ſometime gaz'd ; 
Quo' he, „III ſtrike” but when his Dart uprais'd, 
The Knight eſpyd “' O ſpare a little, pray 
But Death malign his vital Pow'rs amaz 
Mutt'ring, Fond Fool! fare, thou haſt nought to ſay ; 
For e' en a PELHAM fell my Victim t other Day.” 
XXII. 
Exulting thus he caſt his Eyes around, | 
And ſpy'da Wight, ſmart, debonnaire and gay; 
(Ahl when again ſhall ſuch a Wight be found?) 
Nature had form'd him of her richeſt Clay; 
(Alack l now mark'd to be his deſtin'd Prey :) 
His Look expreſſive, piercing were his * Eyne, 
His Voice as ſweet as Ph:homela's Lay; 
Athens nor Rome could ever boaſt, I + ween, 
One who the Buſkin wore, or Sock with Fame ſo ſheen. 


| XXIII. 
This more than Roſcius of the preſent Age, 
Nature his Guide, great Shakeſpeare his Delight, 


Struck out new Beauties, rais'd the drooping Stage, 
His ev'ry Attitude ſurpriz d the Sight, 


* Eyne, Eyes, + Ween, think, 
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Nay, e' en the Eyes could ſpeak of this ſame Wight ; 
In Richard's varied Scenes he all outvied; 
Hamlet he felt, reach'd Ear frantic Height; 
In Bayes and Archer was the comic Pride, 
And with a Romeo's Woe alternate liv'd and dy'd. 


XXIV. 


Death long had bore this Wight a _— excell 
In mimic dying he in Dudgeon took ; 
Quo' he, © this Proteus counterfeits ſo well, | 
« "That Men will ſcoffat me —he glanc'd a Look, 
Which ev'ry Vital of our Hero ſhook ; 
Him he ſuperior own'd, alledg'd his Age; 
But Death, relentleſs, would no Parley brook , 
© Dar'ſt ape me, Varlet!” he reply'd in Rage, 

« Pl realize thy Mocks ;” ſo ſwept him off the Stage, 


XXV. 


A Son of ÆAſculapius, mong the + F 
In Pulſe well ſkilPd, in Learning 00 profound, 
With ſable Suit, full trim'd, and buſhy Tye, 
Quant, ſtiff, and gravely dealt his Bows around ; 

en all at once was heard an hideous Sound, 
Thro' the whole Place the Buſtle was fo rife, 
That the high vaulted Roofs re- eccho'd round; 
In veh'ment Heat, perdie, was good Sir Death, 

He tugg'd---the Doctor raid, till both were out of Breath. 


+ Fry, a Concourſe of People. 
"EY XXVI. 
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XXVI. 9 
U ſurper of my Trade! Death ſtern reply'd, 
And look'd fo grim, the Doctor gan to fe: 
In Tone ſubmiſs, Requite me thus?” he cry'd, 
« Who've ſerv'd you long but he with ſcornful 
Sneer, | 
« Do you remonſtrate, Sir? I'll quell your Pride” + 
Then graſp'd again Keep off your ſcarecrowPaws,,. 
« Thou foul Ingrate! thus uſe a Friend oft try'd !”” 
Death waxed wroth, and ſpite of Friendſhip's Laws, 
Or Roar of foul Ingrate, he rivetted his Jaws. 


R XXVII. 


A roaring Blade among the Throng was ſeen, 

In Jockey Cap and Scratch Peruke “ adorn, 

His Name Robuſtus, of a goodly Mien; 

A ſmart Half-Hunter tipt with Foot of Fawn, 

He often ſmack'd, as ſcouring o'er the Lawn; 

A Buck, Choice Spirit ; who would oft at Dawn, 

In Half-pint Bumpers, hail the rifing Morn ; 

An honeſt Fellow,. who would make no Scorn, 
To dubb his deareſt Friend a Brother of the Horn. 


: XXVIII. 43 
A Blood, who bully'd ' mong the Nymphs Purlieus, 
Who often beat the Covent-Garden Rounds ; 
At P—s, H——'s, G 's, and D—— s Stews; 
He ſwore, talk'd Bawdy, prais'd his Horſes, Hounds; 


* Adorn, dreſt, 


* 
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That this is Wit and Taſte, atteſt it Clowns ! 

Not fo the Bloods of boon King Charles's Days; 
They rak'd polite, Good-Manners were their Bounds; 
Wit, Humour, Elegance the Flame did raiſe, 


And Decency kept in the oft expiring Blaze. 


XXIX. 


But theſe in Gallantry Noviciates all ! 
Raw and uncouth, like the vain dreſt-up Rout ; 
Thoſe would ſeem Gentlemen ! who ſtrut the Mall, 
In Waiſtcoats lac'd on Sundays troll about, 
Leaving their Minds undreſt, all Show without-— 
Who ſneak before their Betters, vail their Pride, 
And aukward bow like any Country Lout, 
In white Gloves & pranckt, ſtrutting his Fingers wide; 


You'd ſwear he had the Itch, if nothing elſe beſide. 


XXX, 


Death ſpy'd Robuftus mid this full Reſort, 

And tes t but ſmile to hear him boaſt aloud, 
How much he'd drank, how oft in Venus“ — 
His nervous Strength and Vigor he'd avow'd; 
Surveying then his Limbs, thus ſneer'd the Croud, 
« When, when? with theſe will any of you vie?“ 
Quo? Death Ingrateful Wretch! vile Reptile around ' 
«© Not thank the Donor ! I'll thy Proweſs try 

* Fever! diſpatch N him quick O ho! there Boaſter I. lie.” 


8 Pranckt, ſet off. | 
EET XXXI. 


166 


Prudella ! luckleſs Maid, was there that Day, | 
Who piqu'd herſelf upon her 4. 7 5 Pride, 


And ſpurn'd the Men ſhe ſcem' 


The 
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XXXI. 


1 


ſo ſprightly, gay, 


You'd ſwear Ill-Nature could not there reſide ; 
Vain Affectation all! and mere Outſide! 


To Modeſty the made ſevere Pretence ; 


Under that Maſk her Wantonneſs would hide ; 


Too thin Diſguiſe ! for oft the 


grofler Senſe 


Would ai = Reins, drive o'er mw weaker Fence, 


Matins and Veſper 


XXXII. 


s ſhe would never miſs, 


A Devotee all o'er! a Chriſtian good, 


Who lov'd her Church, but tenfold more, I wis, 
She lov'd foul Scandal and Invective 


leud 


Her Tongue more deadly than the Viper Brood: 
Inſipid Chat and Stories, wrong or right, 
Of this, or t' other being ſtol'n, or woo'd, 


Fill'd up her Time 


but O! the high Delight, 


She felt from black Malevolence and Spight. 


XXXIII. 


Looking demure, Death took her for a Saint, 
But on a nearer View, he knew her well; 


« O0 ho!“ 


cry'd he “ fair Se 


pulchre of Paint! 


© Come | lig with me To-Night---my pretty Belle, 


T Leud, in the old Meaning of the Word, ſcandalous, de- 


fam alcry. 


t Tig, lie. 


cc Nay 


d 
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« Nay do not ſtart, my Dear ! I'll uſe you well“ 

She turned from him with diſdainful Leer, _ 

«© None va one, Airs to me, my ſweet Prudelle ! 

« On Mortals they may paſs ſta here, 
« And if thou'ſt aught to offer, I will 2 hear,” 

XXXIV. 

« Why good, Sir Death ! Why ſure you'd not be rude, 

* And offer Violence to an helpleſs Maid? 

© What is there in me that you take for leud? 

« Have I not kept my Church &? Devoutly pray'd ?? 

Death ſtopt her ſhort--<**tis nought--mere vain Parade; 

Thy venom'd Tongue fell Inſtrument of Spite! 

« Hath caus'd ſuch * Bale, ſuch Deſolation made 

© That were I but to leave thee here this Night, 
Thouꝰ d'ſt ſet the Globe on Fire, then chuckle at the Sight. 

A certain Wight you well might there eſpy, 

With buſy Face faſt buſtling thro? the Croud, 

It chanc'd, he joſtl'd Death in paſſing by, 

Who ſudden turn'd, and menac'd him aloud, 

But when he ken'dhim, caught his Hand and bow'd, 

« O! my old Friend?” he cry'd, © my Foſter Brother! 

«© To meet thee here, how pleas'd am I and proud! 

<« Thou precious + Imp ! thou art ſo like our + Mother 
« How cou'd I then miſtake, or take thee for another.” 


A trite Phraſe, eſpecially among Female Devotioniſts. 

* Bale, Sorrow. + Imp, Offspring, Child, from the 
Saxon Word Impan, to graft. 4 Mother, hinted from Milton, 
Lib, II. Par. Loft. XXXVI. 
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XXXVI. 
e Miſhapen Fiend! avant! away thy Paw, | 
« ThouKindred claim [thouPriendſhip boaſt with mel 
© One learn'd as I and ſtudious of the Law, 
*« Diſowns all Ties without the previous Fee; 
« I nought can hope from meagre Forms like thee.” 
This anger'd Death; quo' he, I'll make thee know- 
« That this cold Hand can ſpoil thy haughty Glee,” 
With that he ſtruck a paralytic Blow, 
Hence better learn good Sir! to know a Friend from Foe: 


XXXVII. 


| « O! hold, Sir Death! your Pardon, Sir I crave, 

8 « May it pleaſe your * Lairdſhip to admit my Plea--" 
« Ceaſe, ceaſe, thy Prate, vain Rhetorician Slave, 

« Thy keg at Bar may do, perdie, 

But will not here; thy Quirks are loſt on me 
ce Indeed, my Laird! I did but jeſt, but Joke ;” 

« Dar thou ſtill lie? 1 be? 

“Hear parry if thou can'ſt this lairdly Stroke; 

| « O] my dear Sir, don't winch Il meant it but in Joke, 


XXX VIII. 
Then looking round him with farcaſtic Grin, - 
He ſpy'd an auncient Knight bedizen'd fine, 
Hot in purſuit of the inchanting Sin; 
For each young Nymph this feeble Wight did pine. 


* An Affectation of a noted Council. 2 
Ah! 
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Ahl how unmeet for h =nine 3 
Cloſe cuddling by a Thaw. Veer s Side, 
Oft round her Waiſt his ſhrivell'd Arms he'd twine, 


Her ſnowy Chet full liquoriſhly he ey'd, 
And cools ordream*d hecould, do wond”rous Things beſide, 


XXXIX. 


* « Beiem thy Heart ! thou funbling Fool! quo 
De 

© Thoſe anſtrung Nerves might warn thee to forbear; 

V Flow tha than with that foul infectious Breath, 

Deal Love's ſoft Paſſion in a Virgin's Ear?“ 

But he intent, theſe Threat'nings did not hear; 

When lo! with ſudden Twiſt he jerk'd him round, 

And down he dropt, as would a mellow Pear, 

Strait with his Paw, he paſh'd him to the Ground, 
As one wauld paſh a Grub, which doth with Filth abound, 


XL. 


Death paus'd-——* Pll een one Caſt, before I go, 
Among the ſmaller Fry, they ve full of Glee ; 
« See! how they carol, friſk i i, to and fro, 

« In wanton Dalliance, and ne'er think of me.“ 

A Net he had of won@rous Potency ; | 

Old Time had ſpun the Thread fo very fine, 


It was inviftble to mortal Eye; 
The fatal S:/ters wove fo ſtrong the Twine, 
That none could ever break, or once G erleap the Line. 
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„ 


With Force elaſtic ſtrait the Net he threw 


From off his Arm he laugh'd amain---when lo! 
A Draught miraculous, of divers Hue ; 


A wond'rous Groupe of Fribbles four nouveau, 
Of Jemmys a; half Fool, half Beau; 
Of Fiddlers, Dancers, Players, World of Traſh ! 
Of Flirts, Gilts, Singers a F 
Of Hummers, Punſters, who each other laſh, 
All headed by that doughty Wight, bold n Flaſh. 


XIII. 


Of Poetaſters, Spouters, Robinbocdians ſage; 

Of Jockeys, Clerks, Prigs, Smarts, and Connoiſſeure; 5 
Of Scribblers, Orators, who gull the Age; 

Of ſhewy Milliners, Barbiers, Tayleurs, 

French Valets, Gamblers, Perruquiers, Friſſeurs; 
Of Courtezans, Pimps, Bawds, induſtrious Crew ! 


Quo' Death enough”---the Cords he inſtant drew, 


Vandykes and Cardinals ſqueak'd, Adieu! mes Cheres, adieu. 


XIIII. | 
© Onward he march'dꝰ but as he left the Hall, 


A crippl'd Lazar at the Gate was lain; 


« O! turn your War s Eye, he loud did bawl, 
« Ah! take me with you, Sir! my Life's a Pain— 
ec 01 = your Worſhip! caſe me of the Chain” --- 

On 
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On him Death look d aſquint---< Vile Lump of Clay ! 
“ Doſt think Tve nought to do ?---aye---bawl again, 
« PII call for you anon---ſome other Day”=—— 
He turn'd upon his Heel, and ſo went on his Way. 


A Bard fat penſive at the Sight diſmay'd, 
Theſe fad Events revolving in his Mind, 


He ſighed at the Havoc Death had made; 
* Tg is, alas ! the Lot of human Kind?“ 
A Voice reply d, ** Be humble-—-be g d 
„ Ceaſe Mortal to complain, nor anxious grieve ; 
*« The Will of righteous Heav'n from firſt deſign'd, 
| That nought but Virtue ſhould alone ſurvive, 

e That e en ſhall conquer Death, that ſhall for ever live.“ 


2 2 3 


N Days of yore the Story goes, 
A ſubterranean Caſtle roſe ; 

Which rear'd its Head a wond'rous 

The Work of ſome ingenious Sprite ; 


Who in one Night perform'd the Feat, 


And rais'd the Fabrick quite compleat ; 
A Caſtle fam'd the Country round, 
For Statelineſs, Extent of Ground ; 
Perhaps the Work of fam'd Glendower, 
That great Adept in Magic Power ; 


bl 
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Perhaps of Merlin, hoary Sage! 
Name rever'd thro' many an A 
What matters, who the Architect ? 
The Fact ſure challenges Reſpect; 

It being true, ſo Legends tell, 

As that of Wimfredrs Well; 

And full as true, for aught I know, 
As that of Church of Lorerro s 
Theſe are no Fictions, you'll allow, 


But who minds Magic my f 
Hobgobblins, Fairies, Brine, Bork 
Don't venture out now een of Ni . 


So chang'd the Times ſince James Days, 
When many a beldam Witch did blaze; 
Alack ! our now degenerate Kings, 

They take no Notice of fuck Things: 

But to the Calle, Sir ! I pray, 
What have you more of that to fay ? 
Where was this Building fo renown'd, 
So well contrived under Ground! 
Aye, there Sir, Pm not clear, 5 
A ſtately Caltie *twas, but where e 
In Monmouth or Glamorgunſbire 

It Stood in Truth my Memory fails, 
But ſure T am, it was in Wakes : 

Now wave but this---and to be brief, 
To introduce you give me Leave; 
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Where dwelt a Knight of high Degree, 
Much fam'd for Hoſpitality; 

Of Wealth he knew no other End, 

'Than to enjoy or ſerve his Friend 
A Briton true, an honeſt Soul, 
Who lov'd his Country, lov'd his Bowl; 

And all who came from far and near, 

He'd entertain with welcome Cheer: 

A Knight who could his Lineage trace, 
From princely Arthur's martial Race ; | 

Zeal for his Country (tho' but rare) 

Yet ſometimes carry'd him too far: 

As he in honeſt Warmth extoll'd, 

The antient Race of Britons bold; 

Quo' he——in Saints and Tyrants Reigns, 
Saxons or Romans, Normans, Danes ; 

We ſtill maintain'd our Language pure, 

Our Laws and Liberties ſecure; _ | 
What Country elſe can boaſt, ſaid he, 

Such lengthen'd Lines of Anceſtry ? 

I ſcorn your motley London Tribe, 

Who at True Britons fleer and gibe, 
When they with Shouts and Ribaldry, 

St. David hang in Effigy: 

O! could I, ſaid the Knight, bear Rule, 8 


Fluellin like I'd force each Fool, 
To eat the Leek they ridicule ; 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe Knaves who think themſelves fo arch, 
Perdie ſhould dread the Ides of March ; 
His Temper apt to wax too warm, ; 
Still the good Knight did mean no Harm; 
In Youth ſuſceptible of Charms, 
In Love renown'd as well as Arms ; 
But paſt the Summer of his Day, 
And bleſt with Autumn's milder Ray ; 
In ſocial Mirth and honeſt Eaſe, 
He paſt his Time, nor knew Diſeaſe : 
And herein was his chief Delight, 
On Winter Evenings to recite, 
Of Battles, Sieges, and Redoubts, | 
Of fierce Attacks, Defeats and Routs, - 
By Monmouth's famous Harry wrought, 
Who Danger ſpurn'd, and Glory fought ; - 
Oft he'd rehearſe the warlike Sport, 


Perform'd in Field of Agincourt ; 
Each hardy Knight recount by Name, 
And not forget his Komero * Gam ; 
Inſiſt that Bolzngbroke's brave Son, 

In Deeds of Arms was ne'er out-done, 
By him of Rome or Macedon ; 

With much Dexterity would ſhew, 
The various Uſes of the Bow ; 


„ Gam, a valiant Welſoman, fam'd for the Report he. made 


to Edward the Black Prince of the Enemy's Forces, 
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| Sometimes produce the very Dart, 

| That ſtruck a Frenchmar to the Heart. 
Well Sir !——a Traveller benighted, 

| As Chance wonld have it here 

| One who had trac'd the Globe half o'er, 

| Yet ne'er in Hales had been before; 

i | But much had heard of this Knight's Fame; 

He rang the Bell—the Porter came, | 
Who quickly ap'd the ready Gate, 

| (Unus'd to let een Beggars wait ;) 

| Not like the Porter of his Grace, 

| | With ſwolen Paunch, and furly Face; 

| Of Name, Place, Function, makes Demand, 

| | Watching the Motions of your Hand; 

| Acquaints you, after tedious Stay, 

= My Lord will not be ſeen 'Fo-day :” 

p But here ſans Form our wearied Wight, 
Was introduced to the Knight : 

| The good old Knight his Joy expreſt, 

| In hearty Welcomes to his Gueſt ; 

Who was, if 1 am not miſlead, 
A Youth and well bred ; 
Handſome his Face, his Perſon tall, 
An eaſy Freedom graced all; 
Of ample Fortune, large Eftate, 
Stil'd Eſ ure Many mong the Great ; 
You t diſcern, een by his Looks, 
That he'd read Men, as well as Books, 


* - 


And 
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And had net merely travell'd Oer, 
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Vaſt "Tracks of Land, and nothing more; 


But with Prop T could quote, 

What he'd remark d as worthy Note 
Free from thoſe ſtiff and Audied Rules, 
Practis'd· teo much by pedant Fools; 
Thus he'd agreeably define 
The Laws of Po, the Danube, Rhine ; 
Aptly account for, well explain, 


| 
| 
| 


Why Gravity prefides in Spain; 
Why the French are ſo viyacious, 


Why the Dureh are ſo rapacious ; 
Who ſtick at nought when Gain's in View, 


Amboyna's Farce would een renew ; 


Sure they have Cauſe to dread the Day, 


Which their foul Crimes ſhall purge away, 
Sins of their puny infant State, 


E'er High and Mighty prov'd ingrate, 
Like Prodigals ſhould be their Fate; 

Gladly to Red on 'Huſks of Rice, 

No more monopolize the Spice: 

Od'sme, I have forgot the Squire; 

O! he's above, a little higher: 

Well, croſs the Seas he'd waſt you oer, 
And land you ſaſe on India's Shore; 

Then bring you back again intent, 
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There ſet you down with utmoſt Eaſe, 
In Spain, or France, or where you pleaſe : 
But here I'll not-omit the Truth... | 
He had his Faults—but then his Youth—— - - 
And who as yet from Adam came, 

That e'er was wholly free from Blame. 
To the Fair Sex too much inclin'd, 

As by the Sequel-you will find ; 

The Sequel, without more Parade, 
Informs, here dwelt an handſome Maid ; 
Patty her Name, if I don't blunder, 

But Bards to do ſo is no Wonder; 

Patty ! ye cry, with Sneer oblique, 
Why wha o'deuce could Patt be like? 
This Damſel, to be ſure, muſt be 

Some Nonpareil, ſome Prodigy : 

What, was ſhe fair and honeſt too? 
Have Patience, Ill my Tale purſue — 
I'm ſure you cannot take amiſs 

What I've to ſay, tis only this 
That ſuch a Laſs, without Prelude, 

To introduce, would be quite rude: 
Good Sir no more Preambulation, 
Wind up the Thread of your Narration: 
Then be it ſo—Gallants beware ; | 
Fair was her Skin, and black her Hair ; 
Her Brows were arch'd, and then between, 
The prettieſt Noſe that e er was ſeen ; 
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Her Forehead round, and ſmooth, and high, 5 
And Cupido laugh'd in either Eye; 

Her Lips were thin, her Teeth were ſmall; 
Like Coral thoſe, and theſe like Pearl ; 

Her dimpl'd Cheeks and charming F ace, 
Whene'er ſhe ſmil'd wore ſuch a Grack, 
That had you ſeen them you'd have ſwore, 
The like was never ſeen before 

So nice ſhe was, ſo very neat, 

No Damaſk Roſe &er ſmelt fo ſweet; 

Her eaſy Waiſt well turn'd and ſmall, 

And ſuch: a pretty Bend withall ; 

And then her Neck, her Leg, her Thigh, 
Who can deſcribe ? indeed not 1— 

All that's unſaid conclude the beſt, 

And let your Fancy do the reſt: 

But ſtill this Laſs had all her Paces, 

And well knew how eto wear two Faces; 
Could look demure, put on the Prude, 
Portentous Sign ſhe could be lewd ; 

At Church none more devoutly pray'd, 
Nor more attend what Parſon ſaid ; 

But by the bye this Maxim take, 

Saints the beſt of Sinners make ; 

As John, fly Rogue, had often prov'd, 
When Patt was in the loving Mood, 
Indeed take John from Top to wy” wy ly: 
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3 He was paſſablement or $11: 
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Could very ſmartly wait at Table; 

Clean now a Wig, and now a Stable; 
But tall or ſhort, or kan or Fat, 
What matters it? he pleas'd Miſs Patt: 
But here methinks it is not right, 

To leave the Knight and Squire quite: 
Well, we'll ſuppoſe them tete 4 tete, 
Supper ſerv'd up, with Choice replete; 
That o'er, the Glaſs went briſkly round, 
Gay Mirth and Jollity abound; 

Patty was calbd to bring more Light, 
And ſee the Eſquite's Bed: was right; 

He in a Triee the Laſs did ſpy, 

The Eſquire had a roguith Eye; 

And ſtrait it came into his Head, 

To court the Damſel to His Bed: 

The Ev'ning ſpent in various Chat, 

Of News and Wars, and this and that; 
He took his Leave, his Congees paid, 
And then was uſher'd by the Maid; 
Quite opportune with am'rous Glances, 
He gan to further his Advances 

He figh'd, he kiſg'd, at large expreſt, 
The raging Tortures of his Breaſt ; 

Told her how the Gods above, | 
All own'd that greater Pow'r, Love; 
That Juno, Venus, did the ſame, 

And Love return'd with equal Flame; 
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Her various Beauties he ran Oer, 

Swore what had oft been ſworn before; 
And when at Loſs Yexpreſs her Charms, 
He hugg'd her cloſe within his Arms; 
My Dear! you know the Houſe is haunted; 
_ < Nay, don't be frighten'd, don't be daunted; 
„ But ſhould you lay alone To-might, 
„Who knows what may the helliſh Sprite? 


<< But here your ſafe O!] pray Sir, fie, 


Sprites, D&els, and Goblins I defie : 
My Vartue-—bove the World J prize, 
<< I hate your Sek, the Men deſpiſe — 
Don't let me go then out ſhe flies, 
Leaving him there to ruminate 

And curſe his inauſpicious Fate: 

Now if one might preſume to gueſs, 
What bafff'd thus our *Squire's Sncceſs ; 
"Tis my Opinion his high Tropes, 
Daſh'd at once his tow'ring Hopes; 
Having neglected Ovid's Rule, 

Ne'er to talk learned out of School ; 

And- not t attack the Fort in Form, 
When he ſhould carry it by Storm : 

*Tis plain, by John, here lay the Failing ; 
Jobn's Argument was more prevailing : 
The Eſquire meeting ſuch Rebuff 

But ſeldom thought it odd enough: 


There's 
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6 There's ſomething more in this, quo he, 

*© Than at firſt Sight appears to me; 

„The Damſel's pretty, looks too, kind, 

« Or elſe in Love Affairs I'm blind; 

So form'd by Nature to comply, 

% A Man wou'd ſwear ſhe cou dn't deny ;” ; 
But yet to Bed full loth to go, 

The "Docs ajar walk'd to and fro; 
Revolving thus how Things could be, ; 
A Noiſe diſturb'd his Reverie; - - 5 
Jobn hap'd to trip in paſſing by, 0 
He look'd, and plainly did deſcry 

The Varlet, nimbly poſt his Way, 

To Chamber where the Virgin lay; 

Three ſoft Taps Moni mia s Sign 

Now John might boaſt was, Patty's thine; 
The well known Raps Admiſſion gain'd, 
Whatever vartuous Patt had feign d; 

Sly John ſtole in, they ſhut the Door, | 

Did as they'd often + (i before ; | 
The Eſquire laugh'd——< O ho 10 ho ! 

« *Tis plain enough how Matters go: 

Himſelf undreſs'd, in Bed he leapt, 
„Woman's a Rivpuy,” he ſaid, and ſlept. 
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UIC K let me hie me to ſome calm Retreat, 
And leave the Fopp'ries of the Vulgar Great; 

Pleas'd in myſelf, and with my little Store, 

I'll ſmile at Fools, however gilded o er; 

There at my Leiſure, near a Brook reclin'd, 

Refreſh my Senſes, and regale my Mind; 

With Books, with Muſic, or 7 wn friendly Bowl, 

Which tune and harmonize the ruffl*d Soul: 

Cool Reaſon there ſhall teach me to deride, 

This School of Folly, and this Source of Pride; 

This Sink of Pandess Courtezans, and Cullies; 

Falſe Friends, Detractors, Sycophants, and Bullies; 

Sharpers, and Lawyers, Stockjobbers, and Knaves, 

Self- ſerving Patriots, miniſterial Slaves; | 


' State. 
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Stateſmen and Courtiers, and the motley Tribe, 7-104 
Of thoſe who give, and thoſe who take ths Bribe; 
Tawdry laced Coxcombs, and infipid Beaus ; 
To Wit and Merit, thoſe eternal Foes. 

O!] let me ſoon in ſweet Oblivion drown, 
The Noiſe and Nonſenſe af this madning Town; 
Where upſtart Beggars lall in Coach of State, 2 
Advanc'd by Fortune, or Caprice, or Fate; 
Where ſmiling Villains riſe by co ning Tricks, 
Who ſneer, at Honour void of Coach and Six : 
Where pow'rful Wealth perverts the rightful AD 
And ſtrong Oppreſſion grinds the needy Face: 
Where retaft Juſtice proves a thriving Trade; er) Bog. 
And perjur'd Bankrupts the ſtrict Laws evade ;. e 
With all the reſt of the baſe cheating Crew, | 3 
The half-fac'd Chriſtian, and the tricking Jew : $7 1 nth, 3 
I hate a Villain of 'whate'er Degree, th 
Rich tho' he be as —— poor as —; 
Illuſtrious Poverty's more ſplendid far, 


Than all the Glories of a guilty Star: | 
Here Intereſt, vile Inter eats fuch Sway, 
Both Law and Goſpel readily obey; 


The courtly Prelate and the modifh Judge, 

That Point in view, inceſſantly will drudge; 
This ſooths the Audience with a pleaſimg Art, ' 
Gloſſes the Text and does the Senſe pervert; 5 


The Blanks the Author has left to be fil/d up by — 
Reader, as too many Inſtances muſt. occur to his W 
5 Wi 


E OND ON 86 


With ſpecious Form the other 172 a Flaw, 
While gaping Juries ſwallow all for Law: 
The canting Cit ne'er thinks of what's to come, 
But damns his Conſcience to make up his Plum ; 
The ſapple Courtier with the Cit doth vie, 
And pawns his Honour to a ſhuffling Lie : 
See the gay Inſects fly at Pleaſure's Call, 
To Ronts, to Drums, to Ranelagh, Vaucball ; 
Where they diſplay their Vanity, and Dreſs, 
And ev'ry ſauntring Attitude expreſs; 
They buz, they flutter round th alluring Flame, 
Who can th* enamour'd pretty Friffers blame? 
See! pamper'd Actors vie with Lords in Wealth, 
Cramm'd with the Pence of each mechanic Elf; 
Sure they are right, who while they touch the Crown, 
Laug Aa olly of a pla — 
See! mongrel Poets —— their Verſe, 
T0 a Patron, or to deck a Hearſe : 
Tradeſmen aping Gentry in their Dreſs, 
The Gentry, Lords where ends the mad Exceſs? + 
See! Lords Buffoons-—— O! tis in vain, no more 
The endleſs Follies of the Town explore. 
The groſſer Vices I forbear to name, | 
Nor ſhall my Page be ſullied with their Shame; | | 
Say how hey act t whoſe Riches ſpeak them bleſt, „ | | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Whoſe paſſive Virtues rank them with the beſt; . 
Their hoarded Wealth ſequeſter'd, unemploy d. 
A nor enjoy, nar _ it be 3 enjoy'd.; | 
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Whoſe narrow . Minds abſorb'd i in meaneſt Cares 
Ne'er think of making their own Hands their Heirs R 1 
Contracted all in Self, or Second-ſelf, | 

| Dying, bequeath their aggregated Pelf, 

T' enrich a Son, (O! high Purſuit in Life) 

Or forward Daughter, or a ſelfiſh Wife; 

To raiſe a Family, a Phantaſm, Name, 

Which oft the more perpetuates their Shame ; 2 

Or deaf to Cry of a 5 leave all, 

Like pious to an Hoſpital”; | | 
Or elſe to load with their unweildy Store, } 
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Thoſe partial Fortune had enrich'd before, 
For who would give to Merit when *tis poor: 
Their Pride they carry with them to the Grave, 


nd even there Appearances would fave; 
A heat the Aiſtinguiſh'd Ttems of their Will, 
A Name undubb'd by Wealth would found but il; 
Thus Young's Muſe fings, and what ſhe lings, is plan, 
« To merit is but to provide a Pain, | — 8 
« By Men's gray what you ought-to gain.” 
Fools that are honeſt, if you mean to thrive, 
Pimp, flatter, lie, ſup ant, nay wn, ##**##, 
How great the Man that's gen * and humane, 
Who dares be Proof againſt the Lure of Gain? 
Whoſe Veins are filbd with well attemper'd Blood, 
Whoſe Virtue's fix*d, not whimſically good; ; | 
Fancy nor Faſhion to direct the Deed, K 
But Love to Merit and che Mam in Need: 8 da 80 1 
Sucl 
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Such is the rare, diſintereſted Friend, 

One wha unaſk'd will his Afiftance-lend; . 
Whoſe Boſom glowing with the heav'nly Flame, 
Spares his Friend's-Bluſh the grating Want to name, 
But is beforehand with him in his Grants, 

And, truly great, anticipates his Wants: 

Hail ! facred Friendſhip, true celeſtial Fire ! 

Such as did once our Anceſtors inſpire ; ' 

Their daſtard Sons have fo refin'd a Senſe, 

They're taſteleſs to the Joys it does diſpenſe: - 
Who'll now retrench from Equipage and Dreſs, 
Curtail ſuperfluous Folly and Exceſs ? | 

Deny himſelf his Bottle and his Whore, 

And nobly turn the Current of his Store ? 

Florio ſhall ſquander Hundreds on a Punk, 

Or with bright Burgundy get madly drank; 
When one poor Moiety, one hundredth Part, 
Would cheer the Afflicted, raiſe the drooping Heart: 
Awvidien ſacrifice his Children's Eaſe, Rel Þ 

A falſe inſinuating Drab to pleaſe, ; | 
Who if ſhe tells the old Fool that he's young, 
What's ſweeter than the Muſic of her Tongue? 
Sons, ſuch as theſe, O ! London, thou haſt Store, 
Then who can fay, Aftrea is no more! 
To what an Height their Virtues, will thee raiſe 4 
Thrice happy Children who ſhall ſee the Days; 

Go on and thrive, the fame glorious Tracks purſue, 
Contagion's dangerous, I bid ye all, Adieu. 
r . 
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On its being inſerrd in the "RON hat the 
K bad killed Forty ſeven Boars with bis 
own H _ 


The ROYAL CHACE. 


8 OD — long our noble King, 
Our Lives and Safeties all; 

A famous Hunting once there did 

In Hyen—r befall. 


The K rode out attended well, 
By many a- gallant Peer ; 

In comely Order all array'd, 
With Bow and warhke Spear: 


A glorious Sight! and as they rode, 

The K—— a Vow did make, 

That he would then, in ——— W oods, 
His Royal Paſtime take ; 


1n Hunting of the foaming Boar, 
Sure ne'er was fitter Place; 
, Odzooks! could you but then have ſeen, 
The Joy in ev'ry Face. 
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The Chace began but here's a Blank, 

I can't deſcribe the Sport; 

I was not there upon my Word, 5 
I ſtay'd behind at Court: 


But ſure it muſt be dreadful Work, 

If what is ſaid be true; 
How G—— with his own Hand no leſs, 
Than Seven and Forty flew : 


The Bells did ting, the Boys did ſhout, 
And run about like wild; 
* 


The People's Hearts were all right 
And Y---r——þs Counteſs ſmil 


Quo' ſhe, how greatly bleſt am I, 
In ſuch a Man of Might? | 
Who if : ſuch Feats: could do To. day, 

What may'nt I hope at Night? 


St. George he is for England, 
St. Dennis is for France; Miſs th 
Now ſing, brave Boys, God o King, 
Hom at gui may . 
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Written in an Alcove near Orpington in Kent. 


HEN I en with a Eyes, 
This beauteous rural Scene; 
Pleas'd. with the View, my wht Soul 
Is loſt in Joys ſerene; 


Joys ſuch as theſe it needs muſt be 
Which Adam once poſſeſs: d: . | 

When' he beheld gr reat Nature's Goo? T 
In Eden's Glortes dreſs'd. - | 


Grant me kind Heay*n |: ;ndulge that "0 31 
My Being's utmoſt Win; 
Life's chequef*'d, various Fate to end 4 — 

In ſuch a Spot as thi ??: 
In Contemplation of thy Works, 
My peaceful Hours. to ſpend ; ... *] \- v2 
O may I neer;thoſe Bleſſings want. 

A well choſe Books arid, F riende;. $4, 
O! if it ben't too much to aſk, 

To crown this calm Retreat ; 


Grant a kind Fair One to my Arms, 
And make the Bliſs complete. 


Miſcelavious Noemi. 


| 1 £ 
On the Tragedy, of E 


2 ſcorns to make her Audience weep, - 
She's better bred,——compoſes them to ſleep ; 
La Tendre——\V irtue——load. the wearied Page, 
Tis a-la-mode Pari no buſkin Rage— 

Not one poor, Rhime to. animate the Soul; 
Believe "_ Sir, one Rhime would damn theartiole: p 
Then as far Murder, not for all the World; r 
The Frenob explode it, from their Stage tis hurl'd: 
'Tis done, *tis eng: mighty Shakeſpear's NN 
On French Refinement and. a ages eren 8 


» # 
by - 


"The Farce % 8 


AIR dals! 8 I prais'd. your 8 
Your lovely Face and cireling Arms; 
Your ſparkling Eyes ſo full of Fire, 3} 
That kindle at each Glance Deſire; ,.. 
Your ſnowy Breaſt that riſe and all, 
. Your Leg ſo taper neat and ſmall; 
An envious Cur fat leering by, 
And giving thus my Tale the Lie, 
Cry'd hold l your Love runs on too falt, 


** dms hot to laſt; 1a 1 . ; | 


N 
b 
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But why ſo full of Celia's Praiſe? - 
Excuſe the Laugh your Raptures raiſe; 
They rather ſhould my Pity move, 
To fe how Men are gull'd by Love; 
How can they thus themſelves d ; 
Wern't they for higher Ufes made? 
Patience, 6s Sir f don't teſty be; 

The Gods above, as well as we, 

Have been to blame, if Love's a Fault, 

A Thouſand Caſes might be brought, 

To prove the Thing; well do ſo then 
That can I both from Gods and Men 
The Thund'rer having Right to claim, 
As firſt of Gods, the firſt to name; 


Great Jove himſelf did ne er diſpute, 


To quit the God, commence the Brute: 
The Bull's majeſtic Stride put on, 
How ſoon Europa's Heart he won! 


His Head brimful of Leda ran, 


He did not ſcruple turning Swan; 
He gain'd Alcmena in * 0% 
r 
Nay more, his Godlhip deign'd (6 far, 
E'n Things inanimate to wear; 
Fair Danae's lovely Charms he'd win, 
And in a Golden Show*r dropt in: 
Grave Neptune lov'd his itrite, 


4 ſay thed Charms that would invite yet - 


Nay, 
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Nay y. Pluto, that grim God of Hell, 
_ *Tis ſaid lov'd Proſerpine ſo well; 
He left his duſky-Realm for Love, k 
And blaz d in Sunſhine. here above; 
Till he could meet the lucky Chance, N 
And with his Proſerpine could prance: 
Now theſe three ate your firſt-rate Gods, 
Which prove's ther&s no-more need of Words ; 
For no one'&er would be ſo rade, 
To ſay the Gods don't know what's good 4 
But craving Patience I will on, Y 
And make the Caſe as clear as Noon: 
Mars, beſt diſtinguiſh'd by his Scar, 
Tho? ſtiPd the dreadful of War; Wes 
Vet couldn't feſiſt young Cupid*s Dart, 
Venus and he were found alert: 
8o blinded too their — Eyes, 
That Vulcan's Net did both farprize : 
Bacchus, that drunken frantic Gd. | | 
Would drink, and then 'twas no ways odd; 


Would wen then drink, then wench, — ſos. 
The various Round of Mirth would go; 
Fair Ariadxe was his Flame, 723 
But when drunk, twas een juſt the fame, 
Whether the Dau ghter of a King 4 
Or any Drab, mean paltry Thing: bs. 
Apollo too, great Wiſdom's God! . .. 


But Wiſdom 's ſometimes ſeen to nod 
| Cc is 
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Tis ſtrange, but yet with all his Cunning, 

Couldn't help -after Daphne running : 

Swift Daphne ran, the God purſu d; 5 

Could he have caught her, he'd been rude: 

One would ha' thought that he'd known better, 

And made coy Dapbne gallop after. 

So much for r Gods Pl e'en begin, 

Hercules, as firſt of Men to ſing ; 

Hercules, that Hero, Man of Might, 

Who fifty Boys could get 1'th'Night ; 

That Scourge of Tyrants, Monſters Dread, 

The Urchin Cupid tamely led; 

Omphale would wear the Lion's Skin, 

The while ſhe made him. fit and ſpin ; ; 

His Club too he muſt throw away, 

The Diſtaff take, and with her play : 

Achilles too, forſooth, couldn't t fight, 

Out of Deidamia's Sight ; 

Oh! how4ghis Su er oft sf bleſs, 

Whilſt lay diſguis d in Female Dreſs ; 

Among the Royal Fair One's rov'd, 

Who highly the Campaign approv'd ; 

Whilſt in their Arms: he found Repoſe, 

A Fig for Greece and all her Foes : 

Nay, what is ſtranger yet to tell, 

Some Folks have &'en gone down to Hell.; 
"Tis ſaid Eurydice the fair, 


Made crazy Orpheus "_ down there: 


— 
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If there was need of farther Store, | 
I could produce a Thouſand more; 
No, no, you've made the Thing appear; 
« Your Pardon, Sir! *tis very clear? 
Why all I meant by't is to ſhew, 

That Gods above, and Men below; 
All, Ceha! own the Pow'r divine; 
All, all muſt feel ſuch Charms as thine. 


05 Miſs Eſther H---r-—s. 


O Wonder Perjia's King was mov'd, 
With Efther's powerful Charms; 

Or Haman proud a Victim fell, 
To Love's all conqu'ring Arms: 

But had the 'mighty Monarch liv'd, 

In theſe our halcyon Days; 

Fair Eſther H---r---s would have ſtruck, 
His Soul with ſtrange Amaze. 

Not Rapture then had let him bow, 
The Scepter's Royal Pride ; 

The Joy had too ecſtatic been, 

Himſelf had bow'd---and dy'd. 


Cc 2 | An 
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An Acroſtic on Sir Peter Warren, Admiral, on 
board the Invincible at Sea. 


8 adly dejected, fair Britannia fat, 
I mploring thus the Genius of her State, 
R iſe to my Aid, ſhe cry'd, ſome Hero riſe, 
P rote& my Perſon, and my Foes chaſtize : 
E ach Boſom heav'd a Sigh, with Fear diſmay' d, 
T ill GEoRGE aroſe to fave the drooping Maid: 
E late with Joy, Britannia view'd the Chief, 
R eſolv'd to periſh, or to end her Grief : 


Warren, he ſaid, 's my Subſtitute to. fave, 

As cool in Council, as in Action brave; 

R ouz'd to the War, my Thunder he ſhall pour, 
R ound Gallia's Coaſt, and proud Theria*s Shore; 
E xacting Vengeance with ſo ſtrict a Hand, 

Nor more thy Foes can give, nor Thou demand. 


On the Adam and Eve, badly painted in the 
Headway of the Invincible. 


HANKS to our Stars! the Painter's Skill, 

Hath giv'n us no new Letch ; | 

For all muſt own that Mother Eve, 
Is here an ugly Wretch : 


But 
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But then the well contrived Piece, 
Doth raiſe no fierce Defires ; 
Nay, rather ſerves to quench, than add 
New Fuel to our Fires: 


But had he drew, as Milton wrote, 
How wretched were our Fate. 
Not Adam's Caſe were half ſo bad, 

As our unhappy State ; 


The Object nigh, no Damſel near, 
To lay the raging Flame, 

Dame Nature might have been provok'd, 
To what I would not name ; a 


Then who can ſay, the Painter here, 
Hath ſhew'd nor Art, nor Skill? 
For ſure, if Judgment's reckon'd aught, 

He has perform'd not ill. 


On the Battle o F Fontenoy. 


BRITANNIA F mourn no more, thy Grief reſtrain ; 
Ceaſe ta lament thy Sons, untimely lain ; 

Rather rejoice. that Fontengy's Field, 

Such Proofs of Britiſb Bravery could yield: 

Happy Event! which furniſhes a Page, 

To grace the Annals of the preſent Age : 


Thrice 
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Thrice glorious Day ! moſt fortunately ill ! 
Which ſhew'd that Britons could be Britons till ; 


Your Courage, © Franks! in open Field ne'er ſhew ; 
Lurk, lurk in Cover, and annoy the Foe. 


An Anſwer to the Lines as under, on the Death 
of M 7. Pope. 


OW dar'ſt thou, Scribler, to the World to own, 
Apollo thee inſpir'd to, © grave Pope's Stone?“ 
Wretch that thou art, who ſhall abſolve thy Crime, 
To father on Apollo thy Church-yard Rhime ? 
On Pope's fad Hearſe” there needs no other Stuff, 
Acknowledge that thy own is Load enough ; 
Be wiſe, repent there's nothing can thee Et 


Mourn for thyſelf * has dug oY Grave. 


The Lines. 


O more dull Stuff on Pope's fad Hearſe, be be thrown, | 
Apollo thus inſpires to grave Pope's Stone; 
Whoſe Bone's interr'd? whoſe Aſhes here eva bY 
What Hero buried ? or what Poet mourn'd ? 
Would*ſt Reader know? his Eſſays juſtly *. 
On Criticiſm one, and one on Man: 
His Dying Chriſtian, his Meſſiah Strains, 
Evince that Soul whoſe Body here remains: 


IT 
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Lo! here the whole of Pope that. felt Decay ; 
Fate fix'd its Point, and all muſt Fate obey : 
The reſt his Works, his Fame. ſhall never die, 
Till whirling Planets ceaſe! to roll the Sky. 


* 
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On Mr. Go Es Petition in the World to Lord 
C— -—-d, in a Letter to Lord R r. 


HOPE, my Lord, tis not amiſs, 
That I preſume to ſend you this; 
Your kind Aſſiſtance thus to crave, 
To reſcue Oſman: from the Grave: 
Alas ! I doubt he's near his End, 
Unleſs, your Lordſhip ſtands. his Friend; 
And tho', poor Rogue, he is a Turk, 
To ſave is ſure a Chriſtian Work; 
By Jave I'd rather have him damn'd, 
Than moulder thus in Bureau cramm'd. 


My Lord ! yow'll pardon this Addreſs, 
And hope his Suff rings you'll redreſs; 


Tis no unuſual Thing, I'm clear, 
For Bards to aſk the Aid of Peer; 

Shall I a freſh Example quote, 

From little Man of greateſt Note? 

Who did it but the other Day, 

Implor'd a Com—ed they ſay; 


To 


1 
1 
| 
| 
| 
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To prop the World, an arduous Taſk! 
No ſuch Atlkzan Aid I alk ; 
Indeed, niy Lord ! to fay the Truth, 
And —— my Iþſe-dixit's Proof; 

The World o'er-fraught with Morals age, 
And Lectures grave thro'-maſiy a Page, 
On naked Shoulders, Breaſts, and ſo, 
Has long been recling to and fro; 
And if this Atlas, this Alcides, 

(Whoſe Strength already fully try'd is) 


Don't quickly. clap his Shoulders to't, 
Adieu ! vain Werld and Moore to boot : 


Good L--d4! what if the World ſhould fall, & 


Have mercy, Heav'a | preſerve us all: 
Our Pray'r is heard, my Lord will write, 
All brought about by that fame Wight, 
Who tickl'd C —g with Puff, 
Of Finger, Thumb, 2 Pinch of Snuff; 
A uaint Conceit you y, aye marry, 
The Deuce is in't if it miſcarry; 

For if a Finger, Thumb will do't, 

What Peer alive is ſach a Brute 

As to ſtand at a Diſtance, 

And not to lend the World Aſſiſtance: 

I am, my Lord! with Zeal quite fervent, 
Your met devoted cas Servant, 


9 — " 
* 
q * - 
* 
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The Important PR 


8 Venus fat mop'd, no Mars to divert her, 

Her good Man afltep,, whom ſhe wiſhed alerter; 
« TI! c'en take à Ride, fays the, put the Doves to; 
"Tis done, the EE away with her ffew, 
And gambold as if etl of her Weight: 
* > auxhall b ED and wing me there ſtrait; 
ce Jove bleſs me! this? it is Ceres,” I fwear, 
« Or elſe Lady Dian by the Shade of her Air; 
© Good-morrow, bright Venus! pray, whither ſo faſt? 
« Your L ip ſeems. to be Poſt Haſte z 
I am for Vauxhall, to Pomona the Fair, 
The Queen of the Spring--Prvinformed; ſhelives there; 


« My: Dear! you're quite out, turn ur Phaeton round, 
Her Court is at , thither m bound; 


« Nay prithee, good Ceres char can't be her home, 

Do you think that ſhe'd live: coop'd/ up in a Dome? 

© Believe me, as ſoon as ſhe'd ſit on a Throne, 

_ * Envelop'd alt round with the Smoak of yon Town; 

_ << But fee! whom have we here, that drives ſuch a Rate? 

On, I know by her Peacocks and State; 

<< Shall the then decide? Yes—hail, Queen of the Sky! 

We've a little Diſpute, dear Madam ! draw nigh ; 

„ *Tis where Pomona'refides'? that's the Pracas, 

<< ſay at Vauxhall, ſhe inſiſts Ranelagh.” 

At Which — * 4 you and: C x 
. Had 


4 


202 Miſcellaneous Poems. 


«© Had much better known, than deal in ſuch Queries; 
* When all the World grants, Kendal-Houſe is the Place, 
* Pomona the Queen of the Spring deigns to grace; 

<« In the Bower you'll find her, or elſe in the Groves, 
« Where Linnets and Nightingales warble their Loves ; 
« Perhaps near the River's Meander ſhe ſtrays, 

« Or by the Canal with Vertumnus ſhe plays; 

Or elſe you will fee her in Dance on the Green, 

« With the Graces and Loves who encircle their Queen; ; 
1 your Majeſty Thanks! excuſe further Stay, 
Well e'en to > her Court, where we'll ſpend a rich Day.” 


» 


Colin and Belinda ; 3 4 Dialogue. 


S Colin was tripping it over the Green, 
By Way of a Walk for to drive out the W 
It chanc'd that Belinda he met on the Way, 
Belinda the fair, the young and the gay: 
He gueſt as ſhe thought herſelf handſome and tall, 
hh That the Pride of her Heart wou'd give her a F all; 
He knew by the Air of her ſwimming along, 
That ſhe thought ſhe had lived a Maiden full long. 
Colin. Dear Fair one! he cry'd, my Eyes never were bleſt 

With ſuch Beauty and Grace as in you is expreſt ; 
You're ſome Goddeſs I'm ſure playing o Tricks, 
4 Come down from above us poor Mortals to vex: 

1 Belinda. Ah! Men, ſhe reply'd, thus all of you fay, 

ti When you purpoſe to draw us poor Maidens away ; 


Then 
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Then ye tell us we're handſome, ye fatter and vow, 
Proteſt ye neer knew what was Beauty till now. 

Colin. Let him that diſputes it once look on theſe Eyes, 
That illumine our Sphere as the Stars do the Skies ; 
Let him view but this Boſom, this Shape and this Air, 
Let him then if he can diſſemble his Care; | 
Let him feel but the Tortures I feel in my Breaſt, 
He'll find tis you only can lull em to Reſt: _ 
Ah! faireſt of Creatures! can theſe Looks inſpire 
The fierce Rage of Love's Flame, and not quench theFire? 
Can ſuch Beauty as this fo tyrannical rove, 
As to put by at once my firſt Eflay of Love ? 
For I neer lov'd *till now. Bel. Can I believe $084 Cal. 

you may, 

And Tl! prove as conſtant and true as the Day. 

Bel Aye, ſay you ſo? then I will tell you my Mind, 
My Heart *till this Inſtant to Love ne'er inclin'd; 
W ok others addreſt me, I was deaf to the Joy, 
When Cupid attack d me, I laugh'd at the Boy; 
But your Words and your Looks fo tenderly move, 
Tis in vain to reſiſt the ſweet Pow'r of Love: 
For I find the Time's come. Cal. Aye, Charmer it is, 
And not to make Uſe on't wou'd be highly amils ; 
Come, come to my Arms. Bel. I muſtn't. Col. You ſhall. 

Bel. Ah! me, 

Fate and Fortune's to blame, and all muſt obey. 


Col. Then leave it to them. Bel. how I tremble all o'er! 


A ſhudd'ring Chillneſs obſtructs ev'ry Pore. 
| 25 'D d 2 | | Colin 


Sin 
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n open'd a Vein, on the Remedy hit, 


He thoroughly warm d her, ſhook off the cold Bit. 


| The Beau, in Anſwer to the Belle: 


RTIST ! ſince it is confeſt, 
That of Painters you're the beſt; 
Prithee as thou doſt excel, 
Draw the Beau as well as Belle; 
Draw him juſt as when I ſaw, 
The Dear One ſhine at Ranelagh 3 
Let his Hat be very ſmall, 
Of the fineſt Beaver all; 
Light as Feather, Emblem plain J 
Of his Levity of Brain; 
On his Head a Bag Toupee, 
Frizzl'd Alamode Pari: 
Short, that ſo may full 
The enchanting Brunette 3 
Grace his Neck quite debonnair, 
With the modiſh Solitaire; 
Of the blackeſt Riband ſleek, 
Let it flutt'ring tap his Check ; 
Draw the Lock that's in his Pole, 
Give the wanton Eye its Roll; 
Don't forget the Patch and Dim ple, 
Patch that's plac'd to hide a Pimple: 


PPEAT,. 


And 
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And be ſure the Coat you load, 
With golden Taſſels Hlamode; 
Blue too, of the fineſt Die, 
Juſt to cover half the Thigh; 
Sattin Waiſtooat white as Milk. 
Breeches of the fineſt Bilk; 
Nor a Wrinkle let there be, 
Short too, juſt above the Knee 3 
Let the Dreſden Ruffles ſhew, 
Hand as white as any Snow; 
Bright's his Sword, I have been told, 
As rough William's was of old; 
Heroes then their chief Delight in 


Was in conquering and fighting; 
Fools who dudyd nothing kg, 4 
Than Tafte in Modes, Taſte / in Dreſs: 
Now the fineſt Hoſe- put >. 

E'er laborious Silk Worm {1 

Touch off the glitt ring Buckl 7 
Softeſt Spaniſh for the Shoe; 

O'er all his Form with Art diſcloſe, 
An Air like Dancing as he goes: 
Take theſe Hints without Delay, 

To the World this Thing difplay ; 

The Beau ſhall then with. Shame confeſs, 
That e'en his better Part is Dreſs. 
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An ANTIGALLICAN SONG. 


E Sons of true Freedom! let's drink, and let's ſing; 
Our Glaſſes charg'd high, to the Health of the Kine ; 
To each honeſt Tar, and all honeſt Souls, 

Who love Fighting in Earneſt, and full flowing Bowls. 


To each worthy Captain, whate'er his Command ; 
Or * publick, or private; by Sea, or by Land; 

Who the Virtue of Drake, or a Howard + inherit; 
Thoſe glorious Examples of old Engliſb Spirit. 


Who ne*er reckon'd Odds when they were to engage, 
And ſcorned to ſhackle the Lion's juſt Rage ; 
For when hard beſet they diſdained to fly; 


The only Word known, was Boys, conquer or die. 


As for thoſe Poltroons, howe'er high their Station; 
Who, as Cowards ——or Knaves,---embarraſs the Nation; 
Who Fighting avoid, or when Fighting do run; 

Let them ſwing in a Halter, or die by a Gun. 


A Health to the Patriot, whoever he be, „ 
From Taxes and Debts who his Country would free; 
May ſo noble a Scheme ev'ry where meet Applauſe; 


No Party, or Faction, t obſtruct * good Cauſe. 


King's Ships or Privateers. 
+ Howarp Earl of Surrey, General of the Forces at the 
Battle of Hoddon-Field. | : 
Like 
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Like fam'd ANTIGALLICANS let us behave: 

Keep our Motto in View, Fon OUR CounTRry--—be 
brave; 

Remember our Sires, who the Monfieurs did maul, 

And ſhew the brave * of a true ur. 


On the Freedom of the City: of London being 
preſented to the Right Hom WiLLiam PiTT, 
Es; and the Right Hon. Hanzy. Birson 


Lecce, E/q; 


HEN Rome's vent Ceſar had 100 Battles won, 
Four diff rent Triumphs grac'd her darling Son; 

Glorious he enter*d midſt the Spoils of War, 

And look'd a God in the Triumphal Car: 

The vulgar Shout proclaim'd the Victor's Praiſe, 

And noiſy Pomp diſtinguiſhed the Days: 

But Britain's Sons may boaſt ſuperior Fame, 

Their Boſoms glowing with a worthier Flame ; 

Superior Triumph boaſt, a nobler Prize, 

The general Plaudit of the Good and Wiſe : 

When fair * Augu//a gave with patriot Hand, 

All that true Worth could aſk, or Merit could demand. 


® Auguſta, London ſo called. 


The 
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Te BEQUEST. 


Nil admirari, prope res eſt una, Numici ! 
Solag, que A 3 & ſervare beatum. 


KK. 7 ONDER at nothing, if you'd be at reſt, 
Tis that alone can make and keep you bleft ; 
Faith Horace, thou art right, there's nothing Le. | 
Deſerves our Wonder, Hope, or anxious Fear; 
Fidelia dying, greets her promis'd Heir, 
«« You know, Bellmour, you've been my only Care, 
Graſping his Hand, You're ever in my Thought, 
“ God bleſs the Boy, but left him not a Groat: 
No Doubt her dying Bleſſing was worth more, 
"Than curſing him Wich Traſh and worldly Store ; 
To what an Height in theſe religious Days, 
Will Faith and Piety our Affections raiſe! 
How ealy it is when the Caſe is not our own, 
'To bid Another truſt in God alone. 


The Fond Mympb, a Song. 


2 Diſturber of my Reſt! 
Cloſer, cloſer, ſtill be preſt; 
In theſe Arms, my lovely Boy, 
Give me, give me farther Joy. 


Why 
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Why would'ſt haſten thus away, 
Prithee, prithee, longer ſtay ; 

Why ſo willing to be gone, 

Why would'ſt leave me here alone? 
Phebus doth not yet ariſe, 

But in Thetif Arms ſtill lies 

Why would'ſt thou leſs tender prove, 
To my Paſſion, to my Love? . 
Time admits of no Delay, 

Let's enjoy it while we may; 
Prithee, ſtay my lovely Boy, 

Give me, give me farther Joy. 


The Invocation, a Song. 


got: God of Love! to thee I ſing, 
To thee a wounded Heart I bring 
O! hear, O! hear a tender Maid, 

Who ſuppliant ſeeks thy friendly Aid. 


I own thy Sway, thy Power I feel, 
Thyſelf in gracious Smiles reveal; 
Nor let thy Triumph o'er my Breaſt, 
In Rage and Torment be expreſt. 
Bring Strepbon to theſe longing Eyes, 
To thee ſhall Clouds of Incenſe riſe; 
Or hear my Pray'r, or ſet me free, 
Soft God of Love] propitious be. 
T E e The 
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The Happy Maid, a Song. 


Love, how pleaſing are thy Darts, 
Which wound a Pair of mutual Hearts? 
With Joy we wear the pleaſing Chain, 
When thou with Smiles vouchſafes to reign. 


Thy Pow'r in vain we would repel, 


They're puniſh'd moſt, who molt rebel; 
But, O ! how ſweet's the Maiden's Pain, 
Who gently ſighs, nor ſighs in vain. 


Pleaſing Anguiſh ! gentle Fires! 
Tender Withes ! ſoft Deſires! _ 
Smiling Hope, and ſprightly Joy, 
All her bliſsful Hours employ. 


On its being reported that Lord O------d 


0 


repents. 


D! afflicted with the Stone, repents, 
And ſhews, they ſay, great Signs of Penitence: 


Who in the leaſt can doubt his Reformation; 
See! he refunds the Plunder of the Nation: 
Of all his Funds, Refund he ne'er could like; 


How forcibly the racking Stone can ſtrike ! 
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Why do ye wonder | Men of Parts fo quick, 
Repent much faſter than the humdrum Sick ; 

One Hour with them more Sins doth wipe away, 
Than Dull-Ones dreaming o'er their Beads a Day. 


N. B. It is deſir d this may be look'd on only as an Ex- 
curſion of Fancy, no Sarcaſm being intended on his 
Lordſhip, to whom the Author had the Honour of 


being perſonally known, and whom in private Life 
he greatly revered. 


On Water-Gruel, by Defire ; occaſſoned by 4 
ſingular Adventure. | 


TAIL! Water-Gruel, ever ſacred Name, 
Once ſo propitious to my genial Flame ; 

Ol be the Day diſtinguiſh'd thro' the Year, 
That Day for ever ſhall my Soul revere ; 
When thy tranſcendent Power ſtood confeſt, 
And eas'd the Torture of my raging Breaſt ; 
Delicious Liquor! of a Stock Divine ! 
For ever honour'd be thy grateful Shrine : 
Bow, Sons of Bacchus | bow, no more adore, 
Your frantic God, but own ſuperior Pow'r; 
No more the Ivy round your Temples twine, 
No more extol the Joys of madning Wine ; 
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The Juice of Tuſcan Grape in vain ye boaſt, 
In vain the Produce of [herra's Coalt Hy 
In vain fam'd Gallia's Burgundy, Champagne; 
Tokay, Meſelle, the Rhine ye boaſt in vain; 
Nor that bleſt Spot where Phæbus lenient ſmiles, 
Canaria happy mid the happieſt Iſles; 
Nor fair Madeira; nor rich Afric's Coaſt ; 
Nor Cyprus, nor the Eaſtern World can boaſt, 
Beverage ſo rich: Not een ſo rich that Draught: 
Wherein the Wealth of Provinces was quaft; 
Which Cleopatra mixing fondly gave, 
To claſp the World in Anthony the brave. 

Hail! Vater-Gruel, ever ſacred Name, 
Be ſtill propitious to my gemal Flame : 
Thou e' en the Nectar of the Gods outvies, 
Which Hebe ſerves, and Ganimede ſupplies ; 
When thro' the Courts of Heav'n they gaily rove, 
In Maſquerade, and toaſt the Health of Feve : 
Miſtaken Bards! no more attempt to ſing, 
The Joys that flow from the Pierian Spring; 
And O! ye Siſters fair, ye tuneful Nine ! 
Taſte, taſte ye Liquor more than that Divine; 
Salubrious Draught ! to Phyſic deadly Foe ! 
Parent of evay temp'rate Good below 

! had thy Virtue Alexander try'*d, 


1 y Suit, fair Thats, then had been deny'd; 


He would not, hadſt thou cool'd the heated Brain, 
Have fir'd Perſepolis, or his Clitus ſlain ; 
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O! had you taſted of the Love-fraught Bowl, 
Amanda fipt—*twas then my raptur'd Soul 
In Ecſtaſy was loſt, then ev'ry Senſe 
Feaſted on Joys Love could alone diſpenſe: 


With me then ater-Gruel you would raiſe, 
Bove loftieſt Themes, and win the Laureat Bays. 


The Butterfly and Ant, a Fable. 


AIR Che! when thou deign'ſt to come, 

To any neighb*ring Rout or Drum; 
The Belles who ſhin'd before ſo bright, 
Dazz\'d each Petit Maitre's Sight; 
By thee eclips d, their Luſtre loſe, 
Thy Charms each Belle with Envy views ; 
Their Leers malignant round they throw, 
At thee, and each admiring Beau : 
Ah, envious Train ! may never you, 
In Diſhabille gay Che view ; 
Then ev'ry Ear you'd buzzing fill, 
Of ſlattern Che's Diſhabille : 
What keen Invectives would you ſpread, 
Could you fair Cle ſee in Bed? 
What Tittle-tattle here and there, 
Of ſoiled Sheets and matted Hair ? 
O! let not buſy Tongues proclaim, 
Nor ſcandalize bright Cloe's Fame; 
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E're they ſucceed, reflect, amend, 
The Morals plain, if you'll attend. 
A Butterfly of Rank and Birth, 
As high as any Fly's on Earth; 
Upon a Summer's Sun-ſhine Day, 
In wanton Flutters wing'd her Way; 
O'er Fields, o'er Lawns, o'er gay Parterres, 
And thought the Univerſe was her's : 
| : At length ſhe lighted on a Spray, 
Near which a Race of Emmets lay, 
Supine within their Demiball, 
Till rous'd by Induſtry's loud Call; 
When each alert with Vigour ſprung, 
| To end the Taſk they had begun; 
A Female Lab'rer caſt her Eye, 
And happ'd her Ladyſhip to ſpy ; 
She ſtar'd and look'd like one amaz'd, 
At ſo much Beauty long ſhe gaz'd ; 
But willing Spouſe ſhould have a Share, 
| And ſee a Thing ſo wond'rous rare; 
| Come forth, ſays ſhe, and leave your Grains, 
| The Sight will amply pay your Pains ; 
. « For ne'er was ſeen with Emmet's Eye, 
| So delicate a Butterfly :” 
This unlook'd-for Invitation, 
Put him ſoon in Agitation; 
| | He iſſu'd forth, and ſoon he came, 
|. Where fat the gawdy liſtleſs Dame; 


* 
4 0 


He 
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He Step by Step obſequious drew, 
Till nearer ſtill he came in View ; 
« Fair Queen of Butterflies! he cry'd, 
« What wretch art Thou?” ſhe ſtern reply'd ; 
This inſolent and haughty Taunt, 
Did not diſmay the curious Ant ; 
To gain his Point required Skill, 
E'en Ants can flatter if they will; 
In laviſh Praiſe he then begun, 
And ſwore her Eyes outvy'd the Sun; 
Such burniſh'd Feathers tipp'd with Gold, 
No Mortal ſure did &'er behold : 
This Flatt'ry ſoon her Pride ſubdu d, 
She vow'd the ugly Ant was rude; | 
What would'ſt thou have, thou little Knave 25 
« Permit me, Ma'am, to be your Slave: 
Quite apropòs twas taken well, 
He aſk'd the Lady to his Cell; 
Promis'd to ſhew her all his Store, 
And teach her Arts unknown before: 
The dainty Dame then ſmil'd Conſent, 
To follow where her 'Squire went : 
He bid a truſty Servant hie, 
Acquaint the Swarm a Gueſt was nigh ; 
Defir'd they'd ſet their Portals wide, 


To lay their num'rous Eggs aſide, 
And of their Cheer the beſt provide: 


When 
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When lo! arrives th' illuſtrious'Gueſt, 

The buſy Swarm their Zeal expreſt ; 

In Files obſequious back they fel, 

Then marched to the inmoſt Cell ; 

Where ready ſtood the plain Repaſt, 

Whate'er could pleaſe f ſober Taſte: 

The Banquet o'er, they now preſume, 

To ſhew her forth from Room to Room ; 

Where providential Care was ſeen, 

In hoarded Heaps, and all was clean: 

Ah, Fools! to think fo fine a Fly, 

Could &er endure Oeconomy ; 

And hadn't ſhe been a Fly polite, 

She would have told them fo outright ; 

Now vapour'd, ſpleen'd ſhe bid adieu! 

Oblig*d to meet the L—d knows who; 

Then with Air of Afﬀectation ; ; 

Gave her Spark this Invitation 

« On yonder beau Parterre I dwell, 

« *Tis there, Sir Ant! Pm known full well 

To each kind Emmet Thanks the gave, 

And did her Honours to her Slave: 

The Lady gone, the filly Elf, 
Now loath'd his Wife, his Food, hisſelf; 

In melancholy Mood would cry, 


Ah! when again ſhall wretched I, 
Behold my moſt enchanting Fly? 


He 
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He reaſon'd of unlawful Flame, ER 
But ſtill, alas! 'twas all the fame; _ 
Againſt the wily Cupid's Dart, 

What Emp alive could guard his Heart ? 
His filly Mind by Love &ercame, 

(Wiſer: than him have been to blame) 

No longer able to endure, 

He e' en ſets out to find a Cure; 

Love lent him Wings, he ſoon arrives, 
But who can paint the Emp's Surprize? 
So ſtrangely alter'd was the Dame, 

He could have ſwore ſhe wer'n't the ſame, 
And when his Compliments he paid, 
Ill-favour'd Scents the Houſe betray'd ; 
Her Eggs were ſcatter'd here and there, 
And periſhing for want of Care ; 

In ſhort, the whole diforder'd Scene, 

Soon gave the cleanly Ant the Spleen ; 
Quite ſick of .ſuch a fine Outſide, 

Cur'd of his Paſſion, Home he hy'd ; 
While ſhe, alas ! is now the Scorn, 

Of ev'ry Houſewife in the Swarm. 
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The Swan and Gander, a Fable. 


D fain inſtruct you, pretty Bell, 
How you molt others might excel; 

The Leſſon's ſhort, and mighty eaſy, 
I ſcorn with long Harangues to teaze you ; 
Seem ignorant of what you are, 
Is all you have to learn, my Fair 
For oh ! It grieves me much to ſee, 
Such Beauty loſt in Vanity: 
You're mighty pretty I'll allow, 
But yet, proud Nymph! I've ſeen e'er now,, 
A Shape, an Air, a Lip, an Eye, 
That with the ſtately Bells might vie; 
Your Air's majeſtic, Shape too fine, 
But don't miſtake them for Divine: 
Ah! let not hateful Pride debaſe, 
So fine a Form, ſo fair a Face; 
Reflect if &er the Grave and Wile, 
Should once your Conduct ſcrutinize ; 
How poignant then your Grief to ſee, 
A homely Maid preferr'd to thee ; 


Vouchſafe the Fable to peruſe, 


And profit by the Moral Mule. 


Once on a Silver Stream a Swan, 


Grand and majeſtic fail'd along ; 


Her 
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Her gloſſy Pinions proudly rear'd, 

Whiter than driven Snow appear'd ; 

Waving with ev'ry wanton Gale, 

And form'd between, a downy Vale; 

In the reflecting Stream with Pride, 

Raptur'd to ſee her Shadow glide ; 

In Ecſtaſy ſhe oft would cry, 

Was ever Swan fo white as I ? 

No Mortal ſure did ever ſee, 

So grand, ſo fine a Bird as me; 

No Brilliant Diamond e'er can vye 

With this ſame curious Chryſtal Eye; 

Tell me what Architect can ſhew, - 

So regular, ſo true a Bow, 

As is this arched Neck of Snow ? 

What can ſurpaſs this Foot and Thigh; 

Alabaſter this that Ebony? 

Like to a Marble Pillar ſet, 

On Pedeſtal of blackeſt Jett : 

Fam'd Leda's Swan, why what was he? 

A ſimple Gooſe compar'd with me. 
An honeſt Gander feeding by, 

Liſten'd, and heard this * ; 

Fir'd with Indignation, cry 

% Your Pride I heartily det : 

« A ſimple Gooſe, 2 — t I ſee, 

% May be as wiſe, forſooth, as thee : 


Ff 2 The 


220 Miſcellaneous Poems. 


The Swan retorts—“ As handſome too; 
Jou think, perhaps, theſe Praiſes due 0 
* To ſuch a Sanity Bird as you:“ | 
« Ah! ceaſe, the Gander crys, in ſhort, 
«© You're vain beyond the Cure of Art; 
But know, it is not my Intent, 
„Proud Swan, to hold an Argument; 

« But if you will, I'll here apply, 


Jo know who's wrong, Ma'am, you or I.” 


An Owl then having perch'd before em, 
Grave as a Juſtice of the Quorum: 

« Agreed, he cry'd, and Face to Face, 
Pray, Mr. Wiſdom! ſtate the Caſe.” 
He fairly did; when grave Sir John, 
Accoſting thus the haughty Swan ; 
Ah! void of Senſe! pray learn, he cry'd, 
Vain Boaſter of a fair Outſide! - 

* Who cer ſubmits to be a Tool 

To Vanity, becomes a Fool; 

And Fools and Coxcombs all deſpiſe, 

« All who are worth our Note the Wile.” 
The Gander pleas'd, now ſmiling ſaid, 


Itthink, good Ma m, you ſeem diſmay da 


* You ſee I've fairly gain'd my Cauſe, 
« And juſtly merit ſome Applauſe ; 
gut that a clumſey Bird like me, 
*«« Muſt never hope to gain from thee.” 
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Stung to the Heart with this Retort, 

Th' enraged Swan reply'd, in ſhort, 

4 Rather than herd with ſuch a Dunce, 
e Pd ruſh on certain Death at once; 

I ſcorn the Thought, I'd have you know, 
I am not fallen yet ſo low; 
Before I'd live with ſuch a Fool, 

F Pd ſpend my Days in yonder's Pool; 

'«« Nay, I wouldn't fee thy Face again, 
To ſwim ſole Monarch of the Main.” 
Now fearful leaſt ſhe ſhould betray 

Her Grief—ſhe proudly ſail'd away, 

To a retired Fountain came, 

In Solitude to hide her Shame, 

Where from her hated Rival free, - 

Alone ſhe wail'd her Miſery; _ 

On Death ſhe call'd to eaſe her Pain, 

She often call'd, nor call'd in vain; 
With Grief o'ercharg'd, th' expiring Swan 
Began to chaunt her dying Song: 

The Fountain now a while forbore, 

Her bubbling Waters ceas'd to pour; 
The murm'ring Rill that ſtole — d by, 

Stood liſt'ning to her Melody; | 
Charm'd with her ſoft expiring Strains, 
The loud Caſcade its Fall reſtrains ; 

In gentle Drops did Homage pay, 

T o this her laſt harmonious Lay, 3 
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The feather'd Songſters all around, 
Attracted by the dulcet Sound; 
Flagged. their little Wings, and cry'd, 
« Ah! ſee the ſad Effects of Pride. 


Part of the Twelfth Chapter of the Second Book 
of Samuel render d into Verſe nearly verbatim. 


AT HAN received his Orders from above, 

To go to David and his Crime reprove ; 

Attend great King ! to what I ſhall nnfold, 

And briefly thus the well wrought Fable told. 
Two certain Men in one fair City dwelt, 

One Plenty cheer'd, Content the other felt; 

This rich in Numbers of the fleecy Flock, 

One little Lamb was all the other's Stock; 

Of Food and Cup the little Lamb had Share, 

The bleating Innocent his only Care; 

He lov'd it, fed it, laid it in his Breaſt, 

(The friendly Boſom fitteſt Place for Reſt) 

Thus pleas'd and happy in his humble Store, 

He thank'd kind Providence, nor aſk'd for more: 

It chanc'd a Traveller to the rich Man came, 

The Laws of Hoſpitality to claim; 

Received kindly by his wealthy Hoſt, 

A welcome Gueſt but at another's Coſt; 
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For his own Flock he ſpared, and with Haſte, 
Killed the poor Man's Lamb for his Repaſt; 
Then David's Anger kindled at the Fact, 

His ſhudd'ring Soul diſdain'd the fordid Act; 
Reſentment ſhot like Lightning thro” his _ 
The Man that's done this Deed, he furely dies; 
No Spark of gen'rous Pity in his Breaſt, - 
Pleading within to ſpare the Poor diſtreſt; 
As for the Lamb, fourfold fhall be reſtor'd | 
Thou art the Man, ſaid Nathan—thus the Lord--- 
I made thee King o're Iſrael, and from Saul, 

Turned the pointed Jav'lin to the Wall ; 

Thy Maſter's Houſe and Wives I gave to Thee; 5 


Iſrael, nay Judab too at my Decree, 
Their Lord confeſs, and proſtrate bow to Thee: 
If theſe my Favours had been thought too poor, 
= David's Sake I would have added more; 

haſt thou then deſpis d the Lord of Might, 

And done this Evil in thy Maker's Sight? 

With Ammon's Sword you took Uriab's Life, 
In wanton Luſt you robb'd him of his Wife; 
The Sword, the brandiſh'd Spear, the fatal Dart, 
From David's future Houſe ſhall ne'er depart ; 
Thus faith the Lord, for this thy cruel Deed, 
Unnumber'd Ills and homebred Woes ſucceed j 
Thy Wives PII take, and they ſhall yield their Charms, 
Their glowing Beauties to thy Neighbour's Arms; 


Thou 
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Thou didſt thy Crime with ſecret Care conceal, 

I to all Mael will thy Shame reveal. 

Thus ſelf-condemn'd,. oppreſt with conſcious Woes, 
With ſwelling Sighs his manly Boſom roſe ; 

The ſtreaming Eye confeſt the lab*ring Heart, 
Repentant now and humble for his Fault'; 

I have finned againſt the Lord 

Then Nathan thus —— Your Lamentation ceaſe, 
Reccive-the Balm of Pardon and of Peace; 
The Lord thy God hath: heard. thy humble Cry; 
The Lord in Mercy faith, Thou ſhalt not die; 
Howbeit, by this Offence thou'Tt given Cauſe, 
Unto the Heathen to blaſpheme my Laws; 

My righteous Vengeance I will ſtrait prepare ; 

To ſtrike the Child thy Fondneſs fain would ſpare, 
The juſt Decree as ſoon perform'd as ſpoke ; 

The deſtin'd Infant felt the fatal Stroke; 

The tedious Night and melancholly Day, 

In humble Sorrow David proſtrate lay; 

Beſought the Lord with never-ceaſing Pray'r, 

To ſpare the Child, and Mael's future Heir: 

The Elders kind Perſuafions were in vain, 

He touch'd no Bread, but nouriſh'd Grief and Pain; 
But God in pity, ever kind and juſt, _ 

Recall'd the Infant to its Parent Duſt : | 

By Sighs and Whiſpers David learnt his Fate, 

And chearfully reſum'd his former State ; 
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'In haſte from off the Earth's cold Boſom roſe, 

He waſh'd, anointed, chang'd with Joy his Cloaths; 
Into the awful Houſe of God he came, 

And rendred Praiſes to his holy Name; 

His Servants wond'ring, ſaid —the Child alive, 
You faſted, . wept and perſever'd in Grief; 

Now dead, you ſeem to triumph in your Loſs ; 
This is a Myſtery to your Friends and us. 
David then ſpake—— While yet the Child did live, 
I faſted, wept, and did not ceaſe to grieve; | 

As God is gracious, ſo I did not know, 

But he in Pity would have ſpar'd the Blow ; 

Now Grief is fruitleſs, Sighs and Tears are vain, 
Nor Sighs, nor Fears, will bring him back again ; 
When 1 go hence I may the Dear One ſee, 

Never, ah! never will he come to me: 

In his glad Face now ſparkling Joys appear, 

Of new Delights his Batheſheba muſt ſhare ; 

1/rael be glad, proclaim with cheerful Horn, 
Your Infant King, your Solomon is born. | 


| The Forty-fxth Pſalm. 


OD is our Hope and Strength, a preſent Aid, 
J When threatning Dangers on all Sides invade; 
Altno' the Cloud-topt Mountains tott'ring ſhake, 
And ev'ry Hill with trembling Horror quake; 
IN G g | Nay, 
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Nay, tho? thoſe Mountains ſhould be roll'd away, 
And lodg'd amidſt the Terrors of the Sea, 

We will not fear 

The Rivers of the Flood at his high Will, 

Shall glad the City of God———5Szex's Hill 
Shall ring aloud with Joy——the Holy Place, 
Reſidence of his more immediate Grace ; : 
God's in the midſt of her, his Help alone, 


Shall be her ſureſt Stay, and that right ſoon ; 
The Heathen Pow'rs mov'd on in dread Array, 


But God hath ſpoke, ,the Earth ſhall melt away ; 
The Lord of Hoſts is with us in Diftreſs ; 

The God of Jacob is our ſure Redreſs: 

Come hither and behold his Works, his Wrath, 
Shewn in the mighty Ruins of the Earth; 

He maketh univerſal War to ceaſe, 

And bids contending Nations be at Peace 

The Bow he breaketh, and the vengeful Spear, 
In ſplint'ring Peices wounds the ambient Air; 
The ſtately Chariots mourn their goodly Frame, 
Burnt up, devoured in the greedy Flame ; 

Be ye ſtill then, and know that I am Lord; 
Among the Heathen I will be ador'd, 6 
And no leſs Homage ſhall the whole Earth afford : 
The Lord of Hoſts is with ut in Diſtreſs; 

The God of Jacob is our ſure Redreſs. 


The 
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The Third Chapter of Proverbs. 


Y Son! attend th' Inſtructions that I give, "oo 
And let them ever in thy Memory live ; 
"So ſhall thy Life with Length of Days be crown'd, 
And as thy Days, ſo ſhall thy Peace abound : 
Let heav'n- born Mercy ever fill thy Breaſt, 
And Truth be there an ever conſtant Gueſt ; 
Then ſhall thy Deeds with God Acceptance find, 
And Men ſhall hail thee, Friend of Human-kind ! 
With ſteady Truſt confide in God alone, 
Upon his Jadgment lean, and not thy own ; 
In all thy Ways acknowledge Him— he'll ſhew, 
The Path moſt fafe, dire& the Way to go : 
Let no vain Self- conceit ſo dim thy Eyes, 
To puff thee up, and tell'thee thou art wiſe; 
But let thy Wiſdom be to fear the Lord, 
To fly from Evil, and revere his Word; 
Tis that ſhall keep thee from Diſtemper free, 
And ruddy Health ſhall thy Companion be: 
Honour thou him from whom thy Bleffings flow, 
Let thy Firſt-fruits an Heart that's 83 ſhew ; 
So ſhall thy Feilds with Plenteouſneſs be crown'd, 
And with new Wines thy Preſſes ſhall abound ; 
Deſpiſe not thou the Chaſt'ning of the Lord, 
Nor ſpurn the Bleffings that his Stripes afford; 
e Gg 2 3 
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For whom he loveth, thoſe he doth reprove; 
Theſe are the Marks of his Paternal Love ; 
In Anger pitiful, in Correction mild, 
As the fond Father to his fav'rite Child: 
Happy is he who Wiſdom can attain, 1 
And the rich Treaſure of true Knowledge gain; 
A Treaſure far ſurpaſſing what the Coaſt 
Of Afric, or rich India's Shore can boaſt; 
Rubies and Diamonds are of Price leſs far, 
In Value nothing when compar'd with her: 
On her Right-hand do Length of Days attend, 
Riches and Honours on her Left do ſtand; 
Her Ways are Pleaſantneſs, her Paths are Peace, 
Where ev'ry Step we take, our Joys increaſe ; 
She is a Tree of Life, thrice happy Man! 
Who holds her faſt, and can her Gifts retain ; 
Behold the Glories of yon azure Sky, - 
Then to the Earth direct thy wond'ring Eye; 
Wiſdom all perfect did the Fabrick raiſe, 
And Heav'n and Earth proclaim their Maker's Praiſe ; 
He ſpake——their deſtin*'d Courſe the Depths purſue, 
And Clouds obſequious drop their pearly Dew : 
My Son! from Wiſdom do thou ne'er depart, 
| And ſound Diſcretion treaſure in thy Heart; 
| So ſhall they add, while Years on Years do roll, 
Grace to thy Neck, and Life unto thy Soul; 
Then ſhalt thou walk ſecurely in thy Way, 
No guileful Paſſion ſhall thy Steps betray : 


When 
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When thou lieſt down, thou ſhalt not be afraid, 
Thy Sleep be ſweet, no frightful Dreams invade ; 
Be not diſmay'd, when Delolation wide , 
O'er takes the Wicked, for the Lord thy Guide, 
Shall lead thee forth, thy Foot ſhall make full faſt, 
Until his righteous Vengeance be o'er- 

Withhold not Good from them to whom * tis due, 
When in the Power of thy Hand to do; 

Let not the Poor diſtreſt e er ſue in vain, 

Put him not off, nor bid him come again; 

Say not To-morrow I'll thy Wants relieve, 

With Joy embrace the preſent Now to give: 

Hurt not the Man who in thee puts his Truſt, 
Nor give him Cauſe to fay thou art unjuſt : 

Strive not with him who never meant thee Ill, 

Th' Oppreſſor envy not, nor approve his Will; 
For God abominates the froward Heart, | 
But to the Righteons doth his Will impart; 
Curſes that Houſe that hath his Laws withſtood, 
But Bleſſings fill the Dwellings of the Good: 
Surely the Scorner, he ſhall ever ſcorn, 

But Grace and Wiſdom ſhall the Meek adorn ; 
Honour and Glory ſhall attend the Wiſe, 

But Fools on ignominious Shame ſhall riſe. 
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O U R Engh % Homer in his Rhimes, 
Aſſerts our Notions change with Times; 


This Maxim granted, makes me doubt, 
When ſome few Years are whirl'd about, 
Whether my preſent Syſtem then, 
May not give Way to ſome new Plan: 
Now would the Gods not take amiſs, 
What I've to aſk, it ſhould be this: 
Let me from vile Dependance free, 
Enjoy the Sweets of Liberty; 
Let no vain upſtart Purſe- proud Fool, 
Or o'er my Mind, or Perſon rule; 
Lording it with a thouſand Airs, 
 Drawcanjir-like becauſe he dares; 
Let no vile Knave with-ſmooth Addreſs, 
5 Deceive me cloak'd in Friendſhip's Dreſs: 
. From lukewarm Friends, ye Gods! preſerve me, 
Who'll nothing do— but wiſh——to ſerve me: 
My Fortune, Heaven ! be it ſuch, | 
One nor too ſcanty, nor too much : 
Oh! let me in the Midway ſteer, 
And keep myſelf from Lawſuits clear ; 
Placed ſome half-ſcore Miles from Town, 


Where I could eaſily ride down; * » 
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Id have a little Country Seat, De, 
One that is elegant and neat; 
No pompous Thing to ſtrike the Eye, 
Of each Beholder paſſing by; 0 
But as fam'd Horace once did e. > 
Simplex munditiis be the Thing 
Thus the exterior, then within 
All ſhould be decent neat and clean; 
Yet ſtill I other Notions have, 
Than to that Neatneſs be a Slave; 
No ſawcy Servant there ſhould lour, 
Give herfelf Airs, look crabb'd or ſour ; 
If I or Friend trod off the Matt ; 
No, no, I would have none of that ; 
Neither would I thus you treat, 
To make you pay for what you eat; 
No one ſhould ſtare you in the Face, 
And ſeem to aſk with awkward Grace; 
Or blund'ring on before you ſtand, 
Watching the Motion of your Hand ; 
Nor an officious prating Fool, 
Nor fawning Wretch ſhould there bear Rule. 

When at my Leiſure, void of Care, 
Books ſome Part of it ſhould ſhare ; 
Antients or Moderns, Verſe or Proſe, 
As Inclination ſhould diſpoſe ; 

I own 1d 2 to Holz, 


Prior 
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Prior ! you ſhould tell a Story; 

To tell a Tale there's none before thee : 

O! how thy Emma's ſtriking Charms, 

Thy Nutbrown Maid my Boſom warms ! 

Who can enough thy Beauties Praiſe, 

Thy happy, eaſy graceful Lays ; 

When you in tuneful Numbers ſhew, 

That all is Vanity below? _ 

Congreve ! thy free Dramatic Page, 

Should trace the Foibles of the Age; | 

Shakeſpeare ! thy Flights unrivall'd ſhew, 

W hat fimple Nature once could do: 

Or on Milton's Wing I'd ſoar, 

Traverſe thro? Worlds untrac'd before; 

Or with Homer, Virgil climb, 

Noting from them the true Sublime ; 

Or Horace's genteeleſt Art, 

Should uſeful moral Truths impart : 

Ovid, Tibullus, many more, LET 

Whom I've not Time to reckon o'er ; 

Should all alternately take place, 

And be receiv'd with welcome Grace: 

But *tis no Rule becauſe I read, 

And now and then talk with the Dead; 

That I by Books ſhould be engroſt, 

To ev'ry other Joy be loſt: 

No ſoon as the Morning's chearful Grey, 

| Gleams thro' the Clouds, and hails the Day; BR 
en 
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When with awful ſolemn State, 
All Nature huſh'd, ſeems then to wait 
Light's grand Approach 
All but the Cock, whoſe clam'rous W 
Proclaims the ſame with ſhrilling Noiſe: — 
Fong e'er Phælus gilds the Tops ; 
Of e bleak, or drinks the Drops N 
Of balmy Dews, which Heav'n does yeild, 
Long before that I'd take the Field: | 
With Horſe and Hounds would chaſe the Hare, 
Drink in large Draughts of vital ir: 4 
Horſes and Dogs, a motley Shew.! - q 
High mettPd both with Ardour glow ; | 
With Noſe ſagace the ſprightly Hound, x 
Should trail her o'er the tainted Ground; | 
Hark |! hark! what Muſic in their Crys? 
How ev'ry Note doth higher riſe ! | 
The Hills, the Dales, the Woods rebound, | 
Re-echo warm the gladſome Sound: | | 
The Hare's gone off, I d' impel the Chace, N 
Purſue her thro” each winding Maze; | 
Her artful Shifts at-length evade b 
The eager Hound the Tract ſhe made, 
Now dubious grown the Hounds at Fault, 
Now here, now there, now run, Now halt: 
Hark ! to Rattler ſhe's now in View, 


The j — Logs more cloſe purſue ; ; 
Hh 1 
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I cheer them on, away ſhe flies, 

Men, Horſes, Dogs too fly——ſhe dies: 

Such Sports as thefe do Vigour give, 

And bleſt with that we truly live; 

Return'd from theſe we better taſte, 

Our Studies, or Love's ſweet Repaſt. 
Another Time, ſome other Morn, 

I'd range o'er Field that's newly ſhorn ; 

With Gun in Hand would ſoftly ſteal, 

Sancho attending at my Heel ; 

With wary circumſpective Eyes, 

The little Family he ſpies ; 

He winds 'em, points me where they lie, 

The feather d Folk diſturbed fly; 

The leaden Death conveys the Wound, 

A Brace falls whirling to the Ground : 

Alas! that we ſhould owe our Joy, - 

To what we wantonly deſtroy : 

Sancho now gallops o'er the Field, 

And proud his beſt Reſpects to yield, 

With ſmiling Looks and fond Careſs, 

Wiſhes me Joy of my Succeſs : 

I thank him, pat his Head, and then 

With eager Haſte I charge again : 

Thus on till weary of the Roam, 

I call him off and ſeek my Home. 
Sometimes I'd try my Greyhound's Pow'r, 

Give Puſs due Law and let her ſcow'r ; 


See! 


Miſcellaneous Poems. 235 


See ! o'er the extended Lawn ſhe flies, 

The Dog his utmoſt Effort tries; 

With Speed as quick almoſt as Sight, 

He ſtrives to intercept her Flight; 

Strains ev'ry Nerve to turn her back, 

You'd think his very Eye-balls crack : 

Puſs, fond of Life, outſtrips the Wind, 

'The Dog lies chopping cloſe behind ; 

And now hard-run, ſhe tacks about, 

With Art evaſive throws him out; 

The Dog his Glee ſtill adding Strength, 

Recovers her within a Length ; 

Both now near ſpent with dubious Strife, 

Puſs gets to Cover, faves her Life. 
When I am in leſs gayer Mood, 

And more diſpos'd for Solitude; 

In the cool Decline of Day, 

I'd to the Riv'let take my Way; 

There to decoy the finny Race, 

Their various 8 and Holes would trace; 

Under Pretence of proffer'd Good, 

Would drag em from their native Flood; 


VUDnleſs they cautiouſly beware, 


And ſhun the fly intended Snare : 
Ah! how too of i is this the Way, 
That Men on one another prey: 
Now Hopes and Fears alternate riſe, 
Suſpend the Mind in equal Poiſe ; | 
Hh 2 * 
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I feel him nibbling at my Hook, 
I fee him too, ſo clear the Brook; |; 
What various Turns, what Rounds he takes 4 
What different Attacks he makes! 
How oft retreats ! the tempting Prize 
Grows ſtill more lovely to his Eyes; 
Lures him ſtill on, he ttempts again, 
But fear his Wiſhes doth reſtrain ; 
Till bolder grown, he takes the Bait, 
Ventures too far, and meets his Fate: 
So have I ſeen an heedleſs Youth, 
Reluctant quit the Paths of Truth 3 
Till by Degrees he plunges on, 
And finds too late himſelf undone. 

Nor ſo engag'd in rural Sport, 
Would I neglect the ſocial Sort; 
Each honeſt Man fhould welcome be, 
My Friends I ſhould be glad to ſee; 
With them my Soul I would unbend, 
With them the cheerful Ev'ning ſpend : 
The ſparkling Glaſs or friendly Bowl, 
With temp'rate Mirth ſhould tune the Soul ; 
The Song with Sentiments refin'd, 
Muſic ſhould elevate the Mind ; . 
Freedom and Eaſe ſhould here take place, 
Politeneſs heighten ev'ry Grace; 
No Nonſenſe loud, or roaring Noiſe, 


Should he ere confound our ſocial Joys; 


No 
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No impious Jeſt ſhould paſs for Wit, 

Nor fulſome Ribaldry unfit ; 

The-mean, the low, ill-manner'd Sneer, 

Should meet with no Reception here: 

No Tale obſcene ſhould give Offence, 

Betraying Want of better Senſe; 

No ſenſeleſs Pun fhould Mirth excite, 

Reſolv'd to laugh, or wrong, or right: 

Far hence be theſe mean vulgar Ways, 

We want not theſe our Mirth to raiſe; 

Let Fools and Blockheads count for Joys, 

Such wretched Stuff, ſuch empty Noiſe. 
Neither 1 here my Joys would end, 

Some of a ſofter Kind attend ; 

Viſit the Circle of the Fair, 

Th' Aſſembly gay and debonair : 

O! how ſweet the Morning Breeze, 

Sweeter ſtill the Talk of theſe; - 

To taſte 'em both I would reſort, 

To Putney, Dulwich, or Ruckholt : 

What various Scenes upon the Green! 

The World in Miniature is ſeen : 


| Here Belles and Beaus, and Smarts and Wits, 


Joſtle with Quality and Cits: 

See | here the Lady Diſhabille, 

There the modiſh Ma*amoiſelle : 

Here hoyd'ning Miſs brimful of Laughter ; 
Mas of Threeſcore ſtill hobbles after: 
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O! how ſweet with theſe to talk ; 
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Survey the whole and look around, 

What diffrent Figuers may be found! 
The Tall, the Short, the Young, the Old, 
The Gay, the Grave, the Coy, the Bold: 
ee! the affected vain Coquette ; 
The Prude can't here her Airs forget: 
Delia reſerv'd, puts on Diſdain, 775 
Giving herſelf the greateſt Pain; 

In vain ſhe acts the mimic Part, 

Her ſparkling Eyes betray her Heart: 
Proud Flavia with an haughty Grace, 
Demands your Homage to her Face; 
Belinda with neglectful Air, 

Conſigns her Lovers to Deſpair : 

Not that I would be thought to mean, 
That nothing elſe fills up the Scene; 

No, no; ſee! what a blooming Grace, 
Sits ſmiling on Amanda's Face ; 

What Eaſe ! what unaffected Air ! 
Attends the lovely Mira there; 


Their native Charms diſdaining Art, 


At firſt Sight captivate the Heart: 

No Pride, IIl-nature, there appear, 
Affected Scorn, invidious Leer; 

Wit and Good-humour, ever gay, 

In Loves and Smiles around them play: 
O! how ſweet with theſe to walk, 


Or 
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Or bleſt with Stella to advance, 
And join the reſt in ſprightly Dance: 
Where Beauty and Politeneſs meet, | 
The Bliſs muſt needs be then complete ; 
Their Converſe ſure muſt raiſe the Mind, 
Give us the Pleaſure moſt refin'd; 
To the Fair Sex alone we owe, 

The Sweets that from Politeneſs flow ; 
Such Influence their Charms impart, 
They ſoften and enlarge the Heart ; 
They all our rufff'd Paſſions ſooth, 
They all our rugged Natures ſmooth ; 
Inſenſibly by them refin'd, 
We grow benevolent and kind. 

Thus let me paſs my Hours away, 
Serene----0r innocently gay; 
But ſtill to taſte the Sweets of Life, 
Grant me, kind Heav*n! a virtuous Wife; 
No domineering high-flown Dame, 
- Superiority to claim: 
A Miſtreſs ſome would ſooner keep, 
Than e'er with fuch a Vixen' fleep : 
In this Affair, it is moſt fit, 
That chiefly Love the Knot ſhould knit ; 
A mere Wife's what I can't but hate, 
Joyleſs and flat that wedded State: 
Give me the She in whom contend, 


The faireſt with the faithful Friend ; 


One 
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One whoſe beauteous Face invites, 
| To taſte of Hymer's ſacred Rites ; 
| | One whoſe Virtue, Manners, Truth, 
| Heighten the Charms of blooming Youth ; 
| One whoſe Dreſs isn't all her Care, 2 
| Not puzzl'd how t adjuſt an Hair; | 
9 But whoſe poliſh d well-dreft Mind, 83 
Makes her 8 and kind: 8 N 
Now would, ye Gods! but grant all this, - Thy 
I would not afk for farther Bliſs: Toe 1 
| | At this my conſcientious Pray'r, ! 
1g Methinks I ſee your Godſhips ſtare: 
| | Nay----if ye throw my Petition out, 
I know the worſt——1 will Zing 4 EEE / PT 
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